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INTRODUCTION 


Wiviiam ConerevE, the last and perhaps the greatest of the 
Restoration comic writers, was one of those happy mortals 
whose annals are brief. Completely a man of the world, 
free from all the irritating vagaries generally associated with 
“artistic temperament,” and finding the spirit of his age 
entirely in accord with his own, he fought no battles and 
suffered no disappointments more serious than those attend- 
ant upon finding some of his works less dazzlingly successful 
than others. At the beginning of his career he was eagerly 
hailed by the most admired writers of his time; at the end 
of it he received the homage of the most successful of the 
rising generation; and thus he was spared both the bitterness 
of the struggle for recognition and the greater bitterness of 
seeing that reputation fade away. Even those who, like 
Addison, were really on the other side of the moral fence 
seemed to wish to exclude him from the condemnation which 
they passed upon others who belonged in the same tradition 
with him and if we except the most fanatical of the reformers, 
whom he despised, he had no enemies. Desiring nothing 
which his world could not give him he received nearly every- 
thing that it could and he seems to have realized his singular 
good fortune. 

Of his youth nothing of great significance is known. His 
father was an officer of the army who came of an old Stafford- 
shire family; his mother is said to have belonged to another 
important family and the poet himself was born in the house 
of his maternal great-uncle, Sir John Lewis, being baptized 
on February toth, 1669 (old style). His father moved to 
Ireland on account of his military duties and the young 
William attended the famous Kilkenney school where he 
had at least the opportunity to begin his lifelong friend- 
ship with Jonathan Swift. From thence he proceeded to Trin- 
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ity College, Dublin, and in March, 1691, he arrived in London 
ostensibly to study law in the Middle Temple but actually 
to pursue the literary ambitions which he had already con- 
ceived. In 1692 he published, “Incognita: or, Love and 
Duty Reconciled,’’ a short “novel” of gallant intrigue much 
in the style made popular by Mrs. Behn and the same year 
he contributed three odes to a “ Miscellany” published by the 
young dramatist Charles Gidon, but his real début was under 
the irresistible patronage of Dryden who republished his 
three poems in “‘Examen Poeticum” (1693) and assigned to 
him the translation of the eleventh satire of Juvenal for the 
cooperative translation of ‘“Juvenal and Persius” which 
appeared in the same year. 

It was the moment when Dryden was reaching the height 
of his fame. He had definitely outdistanced all who might 
once have been considered his rivals and he held a position 
of literary authority more nearly undisputed than is easily 
conceived in an age like the present when the world of 
letters is so much less unified than it was then. Success 
had, moreover, made him generous; he was looking for a 
successor and the early death of Oldham upon whom he had 
fastened his hopes made him eager to hail the fresh young 
man who came recommended not only by genius but by 
affable manners and a genuine capacity for friendship as well. 
Accordingly, he not only gave him a place in the volumes 
which he was editing but took from him a comedy, “‘The Old 
Batchelor,” which according to Congreve had been written 
rapidly as a diversion some years before, and smoothed the 
way for its production at the Theatre Royal in January, 
1693. 

The young dramatist was fortunate in the moment of 
his appearance as he was fortunate in everything else. 
Etheredge and Wycherley, the most famous of the comic 
writers who had established the tradition in which he worked, 
had long ceased to write for the stage and the town was 
eager to welcome anyone who showed promise of worthily 
continuing that tradition, In “The Old Batchelor” it found 
a play marked by a refreshing vigor of wit and yet not so 
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different from the style of comedy to which it was accustomed 
to give its admiration any pause. The piece had an ex- 
traordinarily successful run of fourteen nights, it was equally 
successful in its printed form, and the writers of the time 
added their encouragement to public approval. Among 
others, the respected dramatist Southern hailed Congreve 
as the heir apparent to Dryden’s throne and Dryden himself, 
far from exhibiting jealousy, waited only until the appearance 
of a second play to give in print his own deciding vote. Thus 
at the age of twenty-three Congreve was raised to a place in 
the front rank among contemporary writers, and, though it 
is not certain how abundantly he shared in the governmental 
favors then showered upon literary people, he was spared 
any real struggle with poverty. There remained for him 
nothing except the opportunity of developing under the most 
favorable of conditions the talents of which he was possessed. 

Congreve’s mind was of the sort which perfects rather 
than originates. This first comedy of his deviates in no 
essential respect from the type which the generation just 
before him had invented and it shows, in particular, the 
strong influence of Wycherley. Like all the best comedies 
of the time it is exclusively urban-and exclusively gallant, 
assuming that the only world worthy of consideration is the 
world of fashionable society and that the chief interest of 
that world is the pursuit of love in the Ovidian sense. An 
amorous intrigue furnishes the basis of its plot, a satiric 
delineation of contemporary manners its substance, and from 
this formula his plays never deviated. And yet as he devel- 
oped, Congreve managed to give the flavor of his own per- 
sonality to work which continued to keep the essentials of a 
borrowed form. His second play, “The Double-Dealer,” 
produced in November, 1693, was not at the beginning so 
well received as his first, partly because it is marked by that 
intricate confusion of plot into which Congreve had a tend- 
ency to fall; but in his third, “Love for Love,” performed in 
April, 1695, he reaches pretty nearly to his full maturity. 
Here the influence of Wycherley is no longer so obviously 
present and Congreve himself, at once the most intellectually 
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brilliant and the most humanely tempered of the Restora- 
tion wits, is fully revealed. 

Considered by themselves his comedies may seem both 
brutal and cynical but in comparison with the other most 
important plays of their time they are not so. Congreve was 
a member of a brutal and cynical society, he was familiar 
with the brutal and cynical literature which it produced, and 
his was not the type of mind which goes against the current 
of the age in which it lives; but on the whole he softened 
rather than intensified its tendency. Absolutely devoid 
of sentiment, he had no faith in man or woman and he sums 
up his attitude toward both in the concluding lines (borrowed 
from Ovid) of the song in “Love for Love”: 


He alone won’t betray in whom none will confide; 
And the nymph may be chaste that has never been tried. 


But he never descended, like Dryden or Mrs. Behn, to 
wallow in mere lubricity and he never pictured human 
depravity with Wycherley’s ferocious relish. Amused and 
detached, he was content to let the world wag as it would and 
he was. certainly untinged by any idealism, but his attitude 
was never any more harsh or corrupt than that appropriate 
to a man of the world. 

This relative gentleness of tone is the first of the char- 
acteristics which distinguish Congreve from the other wits 
of his time and the second is the polish which he gives to 
his dialogue. For a whole generation before he began to 
write wit had been the supreme ideal of English society and 
of English literature. A score of writers had devoted them- 
selves to the production of the witty phrase and Congreve, 
heir to this tradition, gave to it its final refinement. Here 
again he was not original, for his themes—the foppish 
vanity of men and the frailty of women—were the same as 
those upon which his predecessors had practiced their in- 
genuity, but his epigrams are always a little more felicitous 
than those of any of his rivals.” 

He was more completely literary than any of the others, 
and this fact offers a partial explanation of the impression 
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which he gives of being less corrupt than his fellows. Charles 
Lamb’s attempt to consider the comedy of the Restoration 
as something totally unrelated to real life cannot be accepted 
in so far as it applies tothat comedy as a whole, for it was, in 
general, a genuine reflection of the manners and morals of 
the time, but Lamb’s attitude is more nearly correct in 
regard to Congreve than in regard to any of the others. The 
world into which his plays conduct us is a Utopia of gallantry 
which has, to a considerable extent, detached itself from the 
real world and which is inhabited by exquisite creatures who 
play at love with the mind alone. If he judged from the 
world about him that virtue did not exist, he still believed 
in grace and he created an artificial world in which grace 
alone counted. He made no attempt to hide the fact that 
the persons of his comedy were utterly cold and utterly 
selfish; he even accepted the Restoration tradition that 
obscenity was acceptable material for wit; but he gave both 
his people and his epigrams a polish so exquisite that per- 
versity of subject is lost in perfection of manner and ex- 
quisite gestures of mind and body alone remain. Restora- 
tion love was a game not infrequently played with heartless 
brutality, and Congreve purified it not by endowing it with 
either nobility or kindness, but by transferring it wholly 
to the mind and setting it to work upon fantastic creatures 
without bodies to be soiled or hearts to be wounded. 

“Love for Love,’ was tremendously successful and it 
kept a place upon the stage long after most of the plays 
written by his contemporaries and immediate predecessors 
had been forgotten, but his fourth and last comedy, “The 
Way of the World,” first performed in March, 1700, had the 
ambiguous fate of being a comparative failure upon the stage 
and yet to be regarded by many as his masterpiece. The 
reason for this comparative failure is not hard to under- 
stand for it was the most completely literary of its author’s 
plays and represents the complete development of that 
tendency in Congreve, already referred to, to escape into a 
world of pure fancy. “Love for Love,” has a ludicrous and 
easily followed plot, there is in it a continual bustle of action 
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and an abundance of broad comedy, while in “The Way of 
the World” the exceedingly complicated intrigue is too con- 
fused to be readily understood. There is almost no action 
whatever, and the characters are one and all completely 
intellectualized. Yet so exquisite is the polish of the dialogue 
and so delicate is the airy grace of the personages that ad- 
mirers of Congreve consider this play his best because, in 
spite of its defects as a stage piece, it represents more com- 
pletely than any other the qualities which are peculiarly his. 
“Love for Love” has still some faint connection with the 
real world; in it Miss Prue, at least, still has a body and the 
indecencies of the piece not only tickle the mind but warm 
the heart a little also. In “The Way of the World,” how- 
ever, the slender thread which establishes a relationship 
between the characters and reality has snapped completely, 
leaving the personages to pursue their bloodless loves in a 
world of pure abstractions which lay not in the neighbor- 
hood of Covent Garden but somewhere east of the sun and 
west of the moon. Fine as is the scene of ‘‘ Love for Love,” 
in which Tattle teaches Miss Prue the art of saying “Yes” 
without unseemly promptitude, finer still is that in ‘The 
Way of the World” where Millamant and Mirabell, approach- 
ing crab-wise toward matrimony, lay down the conditions 
under which marriage would be tolerable. “Love for Love” 
is perhaps the best of Congreve’s plays for the stage, but 
“The Way of the World” is supreme in the study. 

Of the events of his life between the performance of his 
first and last comedies, little need be said. On May 3oth, 
1695, he was awarded a small sinecure by being made one 
of the commissioners of the hackney-coaches, and on May 
4th, 1697, his official income was increased by an appoint- 
ment as “Commissioner for hawkers and pedlars,’’ but he 
seems to have spent his time in the cultivation of placid 
friendships with other members of the literary world and 
in the unsensational fast living which sapped his energy. 
Most of the occasional literary work of the period—his 
pastorals, pindarics and his prologues—may also be passed 
over, but the most financially successful of his plays, the 


Introduction xiii 


tragedy called “The Mourning Bride,” was first performed 
some time during the year 1697. Upon this play Congreve 
lavished a great deal of effort and it was greatly admired 
not only by his contemporaries but for at least half a century 
after it was written, Dr. Johnson declaring that the speech 
of Almeria beginning, “No; all is hushed, and still as death” 
(Act II, scene i) “the most poetical paragraph in the whole 
mass of English poetry.” In comparison with the rhymed 
tragedies of his predecessors Congreve’s piece has a certain 
dignity and it has contributed two familiar quotations to 
journalism—‘ Music has charms to soothe a savage breast,” 


and ; 
Heaven has no rage, like love to hatred turned, 


Nor hell a fury, like a woman scorned— 


but like his comedies it is completely of its time. To modern 
taste it seems rhetorically cold and it must be admitted 
that Congreve had neither the elevation of mind nor the 
strength of passion for tragedy. 

The completion of “The Way of the World,” really marks 
the end of Congreve’s important literary activity. During 
the twenty-eight years of life which remained to him (he 
died January 19, 1729) he produced some verses from time 
to time; he wrote the text of a masque called “The Judgment 
of Paris” and also a “Discourse on the Pindaric Ode” which 
is of some importance in the history of verse form in England 
but at the age of thirty he definitely ceased any serious con- 
tention for literary honors and the fact requires some explana- 
tion. 

He was naturally easy-going and indolent, gout. increased 
his disinclination to put forth effort, and increasing financial 
ease removed one of the most natural of incentives to com- 
position. He was, moreover, in a position to rest comfortably 
upon his laurels, for the fame which he had obtained put him 
in the front rank of contemporary writers, and the agree- 
ableness of his personality made the most admired of his 
contemporaries like Pope and Swift ready to receive him as 
one of themselves, without demanding that he do more than 
he had already done to justify his position among them. 
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Yet these reasons, sufficient though they may have been 
in themselves, were not, perhaps, the only ones which led 
him to retirement. In 1698 Jeremy Collier had published 
his famous “Short View of the Immorality and Profaneness 
of the English Stage” and Congreve had completely under- 
estimated the importance of the attack upon the tradition 
of comedy in which he wrote. He had replied in a frivolous 
pamphlet and he must have been considerably surprised to 
find that the general sentiment of the town was on Collier’s 
side. Whatever may have been the actual importance of 
the “Short View” its appearance coincided with the begin- 
ning of a general revulsion against the literary and social tone 
established with the Restoration. Sentimental comedy, 
characterized by the substitution of sentiment and moralizing 
_ for the wit and cynicism of the older comedies, was gradually 
to take possession of the English stage in spite of the fact 
that for a long time the Restoration comedies held their 
place in the repertoires and that both Vanbrugh and Farquhar 
belonged more to the old age than the new. Congreve was 
entirely alien in temper from the essentially bourgeoise 
ideals of the sentimental comedy and he cannot but have ° 
felt himself completely out of sympathy with tendencies 
which produced the success of the moralizing comedies of 
Steele and Cibber. To his friend Joseph Keally Congreve 
wrote on December 9, 1704: “‘Cibber has produced a play 
(“The Careless Husband”’] consisting of fine gentlemen and 
fine conversation altogether; which the ridiculous town for 
the most part likes; but there are some that know better.” 
Congreve, having passed his youth in one age, suddenly 
found himself at the beginning of another, and one may 
fancy that he had no intention of becoming actively a part 
of it since he preferred silence and the company composed 
of the “some that know better.” 

Unfortunately Congreve’s very virtues were of the sort 
which leave little record of themselves. Of the conversation 
which charmed his most brilliant contemporaries nothing 
remains, and the most eloquent testimony of his geniality is 
afforded by the fact that although he lived on intimate terms 
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with men as difficult as Poe and Swift there are no stories of 
intrigues or quarrels to tell of him. He was never married, 
and though his life was doubtless not perfectly regular it was 
decorous enough to furnish no scandalous anecdotes for 
recorded gossip. He was generally supposed to be the lover 
of Mrs. Bracegirdle, the most respected of the actresses of 
the time, but even of this there is no absolute proof, and when 
he died he left his considerable fortune not to her, though 
she had need of it, but to the wealthy Duchess of Marl- 
borough. No explanation of this strange action has ever 
been given, but it may have been only the gesture of one who, 
as a member of an upper class, felt it as essentially fitting 
that to those who have shall be given. She not unfittingly 
caused to be erected in Westminster Abbey a marble tablet 
which bore the following inscription and which, it would 
seem, represents more accurately than epitaphs usually do 
the general feeling of the subject’s friends: Mr. William 
Congreve—was buried near this place; to whose most val- 
uable memory this monument is set up by Henrietta, Duchess 
of Marlborough, as a mark how deeply she remembers the 
happiness and honor she enjoyed in the sincere friendship of 
so worthy and honest a man, whose virtue, candor and wit, 
gained him the love and esteem of the present age, and whose 
writings will be the admiration of the future. 
JoseErpH Woop Krutcu. 


omaraghiy 


THE 


OLD BATCHELOR 


CeO. M. Ey DY 


Quem tulit ad Scenam ventofo gloria Curru, 
Exanimat lentus Spectator; fedulus inflat. 

Sic leve, fic parvum eft, animum quod laudis avarum 
Subrutt, aut reficit 


Horat. Epift. I. Lib. II. 


Oo 


Printed in the Year 1710 


To the Right Honourable 


CuHaRLes Lord Clifford 
OF 


LANESBOROUGH, &c. 


My Lord, 

It is with a great deal of pleasure, that I lay hold on this 
first occasion, which, the accidents of my life have given 
me of writing to your Lordship: for since at the same time, 
I write to all the world, it will be a means of publishing 
(what I would have every body know) the respect and duty 
which I owe and pay to you. I have so much inclination 
to be yours, that I need no other engagement: but the par- 
ticular ties, by which I am bound to your Lordship and 
family, have put it out of my power to make you any com- 
pliment; since all offers of my self, will amount to no more 
than an honest acknowledgment, and only shew a willing- 
ness in me to be grateful. 

I am very near wishing, that it were not so much my 
interest to be your Lordship’s servant, that it might be 
more my merit; not that I would avoid being obliged to you, 
but I would have my own choice to run me into the debt; 
that I might have it to boast, I had distinguished a man, 
to whom I would be glad to be obliged, even without the 
hopes of having it in my power, ever to make him a return. 

It is impossible for me to come near your Lordship, in 
any kind, and not to receive some favour; and while in 
appearance I am only making an acknowledgment (with 
the usual under-hand dealing of the world) I am at the 
same time, insinuating my own interest. I cannot give 
your Lordship your due, without tacking a bill of my own 
privileges. *Tis true, if a man never committed a folly, 
he would never stand in need of a protection: but then 
power would have nothing to do, and good nature no occa- 
sion to shew it self; and where those qualities are, ’tis pity 
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they should want objects to shine upon. I must confess 
this is no reason, why a man should do an idle thing, nor 
indeed any good excuse for it, when done; yet it reconciles 
the uses of such authority and goodness, to the necessities 
of our follies; and it is a sort of poetical Logick, which, at 
this time I would make use of, to argue your Lordship into 
a protection of this Play. It is the first offence I have 
committed in this kind, or indeed, in any kind of poetry, 
tho’ not the first made publick; and, therefore, I hope will 
the more easily be pardoned: but had it been acted, when 
it was first written, more might have been said in its behalf; 
ignorance of the town and stage, would then have been 
excuses in a young writer, which now, almost four years 
experience, will scarce aliow of. Yet I must declare my self 
sensible of the good nature of the town, in receiving this 
play so kindly, with all its faults, which I must own were, 
for the most part, very industriously covered by the care 
of the players; for, I think, scarce a character but receiv’d 
all the advantage it would admit of, from the justness of 
the action. 

As for the criticks, my Lord, I have nothing to say, to, 
or against, any of them of any kind; from those who make 
just exceptions, to those who find fault in the wrong place. 
I will only make this general answer in behalf of my play 
(an answer which Epictetus advises every man to make for 
himself, to his censurers) viz. that if they who find some 
faults in it, were as intimate with it as I am, they would find 
a great many more. This is a confession, which I needed 
not to have made; but however, I can draw this use from it, 
to my own advantage, that I think there are no faults in it, 
but what I do know; which, as I take it, is the first step to 
an amendment. 

Thus I may live in hopes (some time or other) of making the 
town amends; but, you, my Lord, I never can, tho’ I am ever 

Your LORDSHIP’s 
“most Obedient, and 
most Humble Servant, 
Will Congreve. 


TO 
Mr. CONGREVE 


WHEN virtue in pursuit of fame appears, , 
And forward shoots the growth beyond the years, 
We timely court the rising hero’s cause; 
And on his side, the poet wisely draws; 
Bespeaking him hereafter, by applause. 
The days will come, when we shall all receive 
Returning interest, from what now we give: 
Instructed, and supported by that praise, 
And reputation, which we strive to raise. 
Nature so coy, so hardly to be woo’d, 
Flies, like a mistress, but to be pursu’d. 
O Congreve! boldly follow on the chase; 
She looks behind, and wants thy strong embrace: 
She yields, she yields, surrenders all her charms, 
Do you but force her gently to your arms: 
Such nerves, such graces, in your lines appear, 
As you were made to be her ravisher. 
Dryden has long extended his command, 
By right divine, quite through the muses land, 
Absolute lord; and holding now from none, 
But great Apollo, his undoubted crown: 
(That empire settled, and grown old in pow’r) 
Can wish for nothing, but a successor: 
Not to enlarge his limits, but maintain 
Those provinces, which he alone could gain. 
His eldest Wicherly, in wise retreat, 
Thought it not worth his quiet to be great. 
Loose, wandring, Etherege, in wild pleasures tost, 
And foreign int’rests, to his hopes long lost: 
Poor Lee and Otway dead! Congreve appears, 
The darling, and last comfort of his years: 
May’st thou live long in thy great master’s smiles, 
And growing under him, adorn these isles: 
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But when—when part of him (be that but late) 
His body yielding must submit to fate, 

Leaving his deathless works, and thee behind, 
(The natural successor of his mind) 

Then may’st thou finish what he has begun: 
Heir to his merit, be in fame his son. 

What thou hast done, shews all is in thy pow’r; 
And to write better, only must write more. 

*Tis something to be willing to commend; 

But my best praise, is, that I am your friend, 


THO. SOUTHERNE 


TO 
Mr. CONGREVE 


The danger’s great in these censorious days, 
When criticks are so rife, to venture praise: 
When the infectious and ill-natur’d brood 
Behold, and damn the work, because ’tis good; 
And with a proud, ungenerous spirit, try 

To pass an ostracism on poetry. 

But you, my friend, your worth does safely bear 
Above their spleen; you have no cause for fear; 
Like a well-mettled hawk, you took your flight 
Quite out of reach, and almost out of sight. 

As the strong sun, in a fair summer’s day, 

You rise, and drive the mists and clouds away, 
The owls and bats, and all the birds of prey. 
Each line of yours, like polish’d steel’s so hard, 
In beauty safe, it wants no other guard. 
Nature her self’s beholden to your dress, 
Which tho’ still like, much fairer you express. 
Some vainly striving honour to obtain, 

Leave to their heirs the traffick of their brain, 
Like China under ground, the ripening ware, 
In a long time, perhaps grows worth our care: 
But you now reap the fame, so well you’ve sown; 
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The planter tastes his fruit to ripeness grown. 
As a fair orange-tree at once is seen, 

Big with what’s ripe, yet springing still with green; 
‘So at one time, my worthy friend appears, 
With all the sap of youth, and weight of years. 
Accept my pious love, as forward zeal, 

Which tho’ it ruins me I can’t conceal: 
Expos’d to censure for my weak applause, 

I’m pleas’d to suffer in so just a cause: 

And tho’ my offering may unworthy prove, 
Take, as a friend, the wishes of my love. 


J. MARSH 


To Mr. CONGREVE, on his Play 
called The Old Batchelor 


Wirt, like true gold, refin’d from all allay, 
Immortal is, and never can decay: 
*Tis in all times and languages the same; 
Nor can an ill translation quench the flame: 
For, tho’ the form and fashion don’t remain, 
Th’intrinsick value still it will retain. 
Then let each studied scene be writ with art; 
And judgment sweat to form the labour’d part: 
Each character be just, and nature seem; 
Without th’ingredient, wit, ’tis all but phlegm: 
For that’s the soul, which all the mass must move, 
And wake our passions into grief, or love. 
But you, too bounteous, sow your wit so thick, 
We are surpriz’d, and know not where to pick: 
And while with clapping, we are just to you, 
Our selves we injure, and lose something new. 
What mayn’t we then, great youth, of thee presage, 
Whose art and wit so much transcend thy age? 
How wilt thou shine at thy meridian height? 
Who, at thy rising, giv’st so vast a light. 
When Dryden dying, shall the world deceive, 
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Whom we immortal, as his works, believe; 
Thou shalt succeed, the glory of the stage, 
- Adorn and entertain the coming age. 


BEVIL HIGGONS. 


PROLOGUE intended for The 


O Lp. BATCHELOR 


Written by the Lord FALKLAND 


Most authors on the stage at first appear 
Like widows bridegrooms, full of doubt and fear: 
They judge, from the experience of the dame, 
How hard a task it is to quench her flame: 
And who falls short of furnishing a course, 
- Up to his brawny predecessor’s force; 
With utmost rage from her embraces thrown, 
Remains convicted, as an empty drone. 
Thus often, to his shame, a pert beginner 
Proves in the end, a miserable sinner. 

As for our youngster, I am apt to doubt him: 
With all the vigour of his youth about him: 
But he, more sanguine, trusts in one and twenty, 
And impudently hopes he shall content you: 
For tho’ his Batchelor be worn and cold, 
He thinks the young may club to help the old: 
And what alone can be atchiev’d by neither, 
Is often brought about by both together. 
The briskest of you all have felt alarms, 
Finding the fair one prostitute her charms 
With broken sighs, in her old fumbler’s arms. 
But for our spark, he swears he’ll ne’er be jealous: 
Of any rivals, but young lusty fellows. 
Faith let him try his chance, and if the slave, 
After his bragging, prove a washy knave, 
May he be banish’d to some lonely den, 
And never more have leave to dip his pen: 
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But if he be the champion he pretends, 
Both sexes sure will join to be his friends; 
For all agree, where all can have their ends. 
And you must own him for a man of might, 
If he holds out to please you the third night. 


Pe RY arts oOPeG beer E 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle 


How this vile world is chang’d! In former days, 
Prologues, were serious speeches, before plays; 
Grave solemn things, as graces are to feasts; 
Where poets begg’d a blessing from their guests. 
But now, no more like suppliants we come; 

A play makes war, and prologue is the drum: 
Arm’d with keen satire, and with pointed wit, — 
We threaten you who do for judges sit, 

To save our plays, or else we'll damn your pit. 
But for your comfort, it falls out to day, 

We’ve a young author and his first born play; 
So, standing only on his good behaviour, 

He’s very civil, and entreats your favour. 

Not but the man has malice, would he show it, 
But on my conscience he’s a bashful poet; 

You think that strange—no matter, he’ll outgrow it. 
Well, I’m his advocate—by me he prays you, 

(I don’t know whether I shall speak to please you) 
He prays—O bless me! what shall I do now! 
Hang me if I know what he prays, or how! 
And ’twas the prettiest prologue as he wrote it! 
Well, the deuce take me, if I han’t forgot it. 

O Lord, for heavens sake excuse the play, 
Because, you know, if it be damn’d to day, 

I shall be hang’d for wanting what to say. , 
For my sake then—but I’m in such confusion, 

I cannot stay to hear your resolution. 


[Runs off. 


Dramatis Persone 


MEN 

HEARTWELL, a surly old batchelor, pretending 

to slight women, secretly in love with Sitvia, | ae Betterton. 
BELLMOUR, in love with BELINDA, Mr. Powel. 
VAINLOVE, capricious in his love; in love with pe 

Araminta; } Mr. Williams. 
SHARPER, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Sir Joserx Wirrot, Mr. Bowen. 
CapTAIN BLUFFE, Mr. Haines. 
FoNDLEWIFE, a banker, Mr. Dogget. 
SETTER, a pimp, Mr. Underhill. 


SERVANT to FoNDLEWIFE. 


WOMEN 
ARaMINTA, in love with VAINLOVE, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Be.inpa, her cousin, an affected lady, in love 
with BELLAOUR: Mrs. Mounifort. 

Laritia, wife to FONDLEWIFE, Mrs. Barry. 
Srivia, VaINLoveE’s forsaken mistress, Mrs. Bowman. 
Lucy, her maid, Mrs. Leigh. 
Betry. 
Boy and Foormen. 

SCENE—London 
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TALE 
OLD BATCHELOR 


ORT Me | 


SCENE I, The Street 
BELLMOUR and VAINLOVE meeting 


BELL. Vainlove, and abroad so early! good morrow; 
I thought a contemplative lover could no more have parted 
with his bed in a morning, than he could have slept in’t. 

Vain. Bellmour, good morrow—why truth on’t is, these 
early sallies are not usual to me; but business, as you see, 
sir [Shewing letters.| And business must be follow’d, or 
be lost. 

Bett. Business!—And so must time, my friend, be 
close pursued, or lost. Business is the rub of life, perverts 
our aim, casts off the bias, and leaves us wide and short 
of the intended mark. 

Vain. Pleasure, I guess you mean. 

Bett. Ay, what else has meaning? 

Vain. Oh the wise will tell you 

Bett. More than they believe——or understand. 

Vain. How, how, Ned, a wise man say more than he 
understands? 

Bett. Ay, ay, wisdom’s Sine but a pretending to 
know and believe more than we really do. You read of 
but one wise man, and all that he knew was, that he knew 
nothing. Come, come, leave business to idlers, and wis- 
dom to fools; they have need of ’em: wit, be my faculty, 
and pleasure, my occupation; and let F other Time shake 
his glass. Let low and earthly souls grovel ’till they have 

11 


12 Congreve’s Comedies [AcT I 


work’d themselves six foot deep into a grave——business 
is not my element I rowl in a higher orb, and dwell 

Vain. In castles ith’ air of thy own building: that’s thy 
element, Ned—well as high a flyer as you are, I have a lure 
may make you stoop. [Flings a letter. 

Berit. I marry sir, I. have a hawks eye at a womans 
hand—there’s more elegancy in the false spelling of this 
superscription [Takes up the letter] than in all Cicero—Let 
me see—how now! Dear perfidious Vainlove. [Reads. 

Vain. Hold, hold, ’slife that’s the wrong. 

Bett. Nay let’s see the name (Silvia!) how can’st thou 
be ungrateful to that creature? She’s extreamly pretty and 
loves thee intirely I have heard her breath such raptures 
about thee 

Vain. Ay, or any body that she’s about 

Bett. No faith Frank you wrong her; she has been 
just to you. 

Vain. That’s pleasant, by my troth from thee, who hast 
had her. 

Beit. Never her affections: ’Tis true by heav’n, she 
own’d it to my face; and blushing like the virgin Morn 
when it disclos’d the cheat, which that trusty bawd of na- 
ture, Night, had hid, confess’d her soul was true to you; 
tho’ I by treachery had stoll’n the bliss— 

Vain. So was true as turtle in imagination, Ned, 
ha? Preach this doctrine to husbands, and the married 
women will adore thee. 

Bett. Why faith I think it will do well enough—if the 
husband be out of the way, for the wife to shew her fond- 
ness and impatience of his absence, by chusing a lover as 
like him as she can, and what is unlike, she may help out 

with her own fancy. 

VaIN. But is it not an abuse to the lover to be made a 
blind of? 

Bett. As you say the abuse is to the lover, not the 
husband: for ’tis an argument of her great zeal towards 
him, that she will enjoy him in effigie. 

Vain. It must be a very superstitious country, where 


SCENE I] The Old Batchelor 13 


such zeal passes for true devotion. I doubt it will be damn’d 
by all our Protestant husbands for flat idolatry: but 
if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your perswasion, 
this letter will be needless. 

Bett. What, the old banker with the handsom wife? 

Vain. Ay. 

Bett. Let me see, Letitia! Oh ’tis a delicious morsel. 
Dear Frank thou art the truest friend in the world. 

Vain. Ay, am I not? To be continually starting of 
hares for you to course. We were certainly cut out for 
one another; for my temper quits an amour, just where 
thine takes it up But read that, it is an appointment 
for me, this evening; when Fondlewife will be gone out of 
town, to meet the master of a ship, about the return of a 
venture which he’s in danger of losing. Read, read. 

Beit. [Reads.| Hum, hum Out of town this even- 
ing, and talks of sending for Mr. Spintext to keep me com- 
pany; but I'll take care, he shall not be at home. Good! Spin- 
text! Oh the fanatick one-ey’d parson! 

Vain. Ay. 

Bett. [Reads.| Hum, hum That your conversation 
will be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his habit 
to blind the servants. Very good! Then I must be dis- 
guised with all my heart It adds a gusto to an 
amour; gives it the greater resemblance of theft; and 
among us lewd mortals, the deeper the sin the sweeter. 
Frank I’m amaz’d at thy good nature—— 

Vain. Faith I hate love when ’tis forc’d upon a man, as I 
do wine And this business is none of my seeking; I only 
hapned to be once or twice, where Letitia was the handsom- 
est woman in company, so consequently apply’d my self to 
her—and it seems she has taken me at my word had 
you been there, or any body, ’thad been the same. 

Bett. I wish I may succeed as the same. 

Vain. Never doubt it; for if the spirit of cuckoldom be 
once raised up in a woman, the devil can’t lay it, ’till she 
has don’t. 

Bei. Prithee, what sort of fellow is Fondlewife? 
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Vain. A kind of mongrel zealot, sometimes very precise 
and peevish: but I have seen him pleasant enough in his 
way; much addicted to jealousie, but more to fondness: 
so that as he is often jealous without a cause, he’s as often 
satished without reason. 

Bett. A very even temper, and fit for my purpose. I 
must get your man Setter to provide my disguise. 

Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 
will, for you have made him fit for no body else 
Well 

Bett. You’re going to visit in return of Silvia’s let- 
ter poor rogue. Any hour of the day or night will 
serve her But do you know nothing of a new rival there? 

Vain. Yes, Heartwell, that surly, old, pretended woman- 
hater, thinks her vertuous; that’s one reason why I fail her: 
I would have her fret her self out of conceit with me, that 
she may entertain some thoughts of him. I know he visits 
her ev’ry day. 

BELL. Yet rails on still, and thinks his love unknown to 
us; a little time will swell him so, he must be fore’d to give 
it birth; and the discovery must needs be very pleasant from 
himself; to see what pains he will take, and how he will strain 
to be deliver’d of a secret, when he has miscarried of it al- 
ready. 

Vain. Well, good morrow, let’s dine together; I’ll meet 
at the old place. 

Bett. With all my heart; it lies convenient for us to 
pay our afternoon services to our mistresses; I find I am 
damnably in love, I’m so uneasie for not having seen Belinda 
yesterday. 

Vain. But I saw my Araminta, yet am as impatient. 


SCENE LEE 


BELLMouR alone 


Bett. Why what a cormorant in love am I! who, not 
contented with the slavery of honourable love in one place, 
and the pleasure of enjoying some half a score mistresses of 
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my own acquiring; must yet take Vainlove’s business upon 
my hands, because it lay too heavy upon his; so am not only 
forc’d to lie with other mens wives for ’em, but must also 
undertake the harder task of obliging their mistresses——I 
must take up, or I shall never hold out; flesh and blood can- 
not bear it always. 


SCENE III 


[To him] SHARPER 


SHarp. I’m sorry to see this, Ned; once a man comes to 
his soliloquys I give him for gone. 

Beit. Sharper, I’m glad to see thee. 

SHARP. What, is Belinda cruel, that you are so thought- 
ful? 

Bett. No faith, not for that but there’s a business 
of consequence fall’n out to day, that requires some consid- 
eration. 

SHarp. Prithee what mighty business of consequence 
canst thou have? 

Bett. Why you must know, ’tis a piece of work toward 
the finishing of an alderman; it seems I must put the last 
hand to it, and dub him cuckold, that he may be of equal 
dignity with the rest of his brethren: so I must beg Belinda’s 
pardon.— 

Suarp. Faith e’en give her over for good-and-all; you 
can have no hopes of getting her for a mistress; and she is 
too proud, too inconstant, too affected and too witty, and 
too handsome for a wife. 

Bett. But she can’t have too much mony——There’s 
twelve thousand pound, Tom. Tis true she is excessively 
foppish and affected, but in my conscience I believe the 
baggage loves me: for she never speaks well of me her self, 
nor suffers any body else to rail at me. Then, as I told you, 
there’s twelve thousand pound hum why faith upon 
second thoughts, she does not appear to be so very affected 
neither give her her due, I think the womans a woman, 
and that’s all. As such I’m sure I shall like her; for the devil 
take me if I don’t love all the sex. 
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Suarp. And here comes one who swears as heartily he 
hates all the sex. 


SCENE IV 


[To them] HEARTWELL 


Bett. Who Heartwell! Ay, but he knows better 
things——how now George, where hast thou been snarling 
odious truths, and entertaining company, like a physician, 
with discourse of their diseases and infirmities? What fine 
lady hast thou been putting out of conceit with her self, and 
perswading that the face she had been making all the morn- 
ing, was none of her own? for I know thou art as unmannerly 
and as unwelcome to a woman, as a looking-glass after the 
small-pox. 

Heart. I confess I have not been sneering fulsom lyes 
and nauseous flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry whore, 
that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any puppy that 
comes, like a tumbler, with the same tricks over and over. 
For such I guess may have been your late employment. 

Bett. Would thou hadst come a little sooner, Vainlove 
would have wrought thy conversion, and been a champion 
for the cause. 

Heart. What, has he been here? that’s one of love’s 
April-fools, is always upon some errand that’s to no purpose, 
ever embarking in adventures, yet never comes to harbour. 

SHarpP. That’s because he always sets out in foul weather, 
loves to buffet with the winds, meet the tide, and fail in the 
teeth of opposition. 

Heart. What, has he not dropt anchor at Araminta? 

Beti. Truth on’t is she fits his temper best, is a kind of 
floating island; sometimes seems in reach, then vanishes and 
keeps him busied in the search. 

SHarp. She had need have a good share of sense to 
manage so capricious a lover. 

Bett. Faith I don’t know, he’s of a temper the most 
easie to himself in the world; he takes as much always of an 
amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows stale or 
unpleasant. 
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SHarp. An argument of very little passion, very good 
understanding, and very ill nature. 

Heart. And proves that Vainlove plays the fool with 
discretion. 

SHarp. You Bellmour are bound in gratitude to stickle’ 
for him; you with pleasure reap that fruit, which he takes 
pains to sow: he does the drudgery in the mine, and you 
stamp your image on the gold. 

Bex. He’s of another opinion, and says I do the drudg- 
ery in the mine. Well, we have each our share-of sport, and 
each that which he likes best; ’tis his diversion to set, ’tis 
mine to cover the partridge. 

Heart. And it should be mine to let ’em go again. 

SHarp. Not till you had mouth’d a little George, I think 
that’s all thou art fit for now. 

Heart. Good Mr. Young-fellow, you’re mistaken; as able 
as your self, and as nimble too, tho’ I mayn’t have so much 
mercury in my limbs; ’tis true indeed, I don’t force appetite, 
but wait the natural call of my lust, and think it time enough 
to be lewd, after I have had the temptation. 

Bett. Time enough, ay too soon, I should rather have 
expected, from a person of your gra* ity. 

Heart. Yet it is oftentimes too late with some of you 
young, termagant flashy sinners—you have all the guilt of 
the intention, and none of the pleasure of the practice—’tis 
true you are so eager in pursuit of the temptation, that you 
save the devil the trouble of leading you into it: Nor is it 
out of discretion, that you don’t swallow that very hook 
your selves have baited, but you are cloy’d with the prepara- 
tive, and what you mean for a whet, turns the edge of your 
puny stomachs. Your love is like your courage, which you 
shew for the first year or two upon all occasions; ’till in a 
little time, being disabled or disarmed, you abate of your 
vigour; and that daring blade which was so often drawn, is 
bound to the peace for ever after. 

Bett. Thou art an old fornicator of a singular good prin- 
ciple indeed! and art for encouraging youth, that they may be 
as wicked as thou art at thy years. 


18 Congreve’s Comedies [ACT I 


Heart. I am for having every body be what they pre- 
tend to be; a whoremaster be a whoremaster; and not like 
Vainlove, kiss a lap-dog with passion, when it would disgust _ 
him from the lady’s own lips. 

Beit. That only happens sometimes, where the dog has 
the sweeter breath, for the more cleanly conveyance. But 
George, you must not quarrel with little gallantries of this 
nature: women are often won by ’em. Who would refuse to 
kiss a lap-dog, if it were preliminary to the lips of his lady? 

Suarp. Or omit playing with her fan, and cooling her 
if she were hot, when it might intitle him to the office of 
warming her when she should be cold? 

Beit. What is it to read a play inarainy day? Though 
you should be now and then interrupted in a witty scene, 
and she perhaps preserve her laughter, till the jest were over; 
even, that, may be borne with, considering the reward in 
prospect. 

Heart. I confess you that are womens asses bear greater 
burdens: are forced to undergo dressing, dancing, singing, 
sighing, whining, rhyming, flattering, lying, grinning, cring- 
ing, and the drudgery of loving to boot. 

Bei. O brute, the drudgery of loving! 

Heart. Ay, why to come to love through all these in- 
cumbrances, is like coming to an estate overcharg’d with 
debts; which by the time you have pay’d, yields no further 
profit than what the bare tillage and manuring of the land 
will produce at the expence of your own sweat. 

Beti. Prithee how dost thou love? 

SHarp. He! he hates the sex. 

Heart. So I hate physick too—yet I may love to take 
it for my health. 

Bett. Well come off, George, if at any time you should 
be taken straying. 

SuHarp. He has need of such an excuse, considering the 
present state of his body. 

Heart. How d’ye mean? 

SHARP. Why if whoring. be purging (as you call it) then, 
I may say, marriage, is entering into a course of physick. 
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Bett. How, George, does the wind blow there? 

Heart. It will as soon blow north and by south—marry, 
quotha! I hope in heaven IJ have a greater portion of grace, 
and I think I have baited too many of those traps, to be 
caught in one my self. 

Bett. Who the devil would have thee? unless ’twere an 
oyster-woman, to propagate young fry for Billingsgate—— 
thy talent will never recommend thee to any things of better 
quality. 

Heart. My talent is chiefly that of speaking truth, which 
I don’t expect should ever recommend me to people of qual- 
ity—I thank Heav’n, I have very honestly purchas’d the 
hatred of all the great families in town. 

Syarp. And you in return of spleen hate them: But could 
you hope to be receiv’d into the alliance of a noble family 

Heart. No, I hope I shall never merit that affliction—to 
be punish’d with a wife of birth be a stag of the first 
head and bear my horns aloft, like one of the supporters of 
my wifes coat. S’death I would not be a cuckold to e’er an 
illustrious whore in England. 

Bett. What not to make your family man! and provide 
for your children? 

Suarp. For her children you mean. 

Heart. Ay there you’ve nick’t it there’s the devil 
upon devil—_O the pride and joy of heart ’twou’d be to me, 
to have my son and heir resemble such a duke——to have 
a fleering coxcomb scoff and cry, Mr. your son’s mighty like 
his grace, has just his smile and air of’s face. Then replies 
another methinks he has more of the marquess of such 
a place, about his nose and eyes; though he has my Lord 
what-d’ye-calls mouth to a tittl——Then, I, to put it off as 
unconcern’d, come chuck the infant under the chin, force 
a smile and cry, ay, the boy takes after his mothers rela- 
tions——when the devil and she knows, ’tis a little compound 
of the whole body of nobility. 

Bes | Hash 

Bett. Well but George I have one question to ask you— 
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Heart. Pshaw, I have pratled away my time——I hope 
you are in no haste for an answer for I shan’t stay now. 
[Looking on his watch. 


Beit. Nay prithee George— 
Heart. No, besides my business, I see a fool coming 
this way. Adieu. 


SCENE Vy 


SHARPER, BELLMOUR 


Bett. What does he mean? Oh, ’tis Sir Joseph Wittol 
with his friend; but I see he has turn’d the corner, and goes 
another way. 

SHarp. What in the name of wonder is it? 

Bett. Why a fool. 

SuHarp. "Tis a tawdry outside. 

Bett. And a very beggarly lining yet he may be 
worth your acquaintance—a little of thy chymistry Tom, 
may extract gold from that dirt. 

SHarp. Say you so? ’faith I am as poor as a chymist, 
and would be as industrious. But what was he that follow’d 
him? is not he a dragon that watches those golden pippins? 

Beit. Hang him, no, he a dragon! if he be ’tis a very 
peaceful one, I can ensure his anger dormant; or should he 
seem to rouse, ‘tis but well lashing him, and he will sleep 
like a top. 

SHarp. Ay, is he of that kidney? 

Bett. Yet is ador’d by that biggot Sir Joseph Wittol, 
as the image of valour: he calls him his back, and indeed 
they are never asunder yet last night, I know not by 
what mischance, the knight was alone, and had fallen into 
the hands of some night-walkers, who I suppose would have 
pillaged him: but I chanc’d to come by, and rescued him: 
though I believe he was heartily frightned, for as soon as 
ever he was loose, he ran away, without staying to see who 
had help’d him. 

SHarp. Is that bully of his in the army? 

Bett. No, but is a pretender, and wears the habit of a 
soldier; which now-a’days as often cloaks cowardice, as a 
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black gown does atheism—You must know he has been 
abroad went purely to run away from a campaign; en- 
rich’d himself with the plunder of a few oaths and here 
vents ’em against the general, who slighting men of merit, 
and preferring only those of interest, has made him quit the 
service. 

SHARP. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own per- 
formance. 

Beit. Speaks miracles, is the drum to his own praise— 
the only implement of a soldier he resembles, like that, being 
full of blustring noise and emptiness 

SHarp. And like that, of no use but to be beaten. 

Bett. Right; but, then, the comparison breaks, for he 
will take a drubbing with as little noise as a pulpit cushion. 

SHARP. His name, and I have done? 

Bett. Why that, to pass it current too, he has gilded 
with a title; he is call’d, Capt. Bluffe. 

SHARP. Well, [’ll endeavour his acquaintance—you steer 
another course, are bound, 


For love’s island: I, for the golden coast. 
May each succeed in what he wishes most. 


[End of the First Act.] 


AGE Ll 


SCENE I 
Sir JosEpH WiTTOL, SHARPER following 


SHarp. Sure that’s he, and alone. 

Sir Jo. Um—Ay this, this is the very damn’d place; the 
inhumane canibals, the bloody-minded villains would have 
butcher’d me last night; no doubt, they would have flea’d 
me alive, have sold my skin, and devour’d, &c. 

Suarp. How’s this! 

Sir Jo. An it hadn’t been for a civil gentleman as came 
by and frighted ’em away—but agad I durst not stay to 
give him thanks. 
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SHarp. This must be Bellmour he means ha! I have 
a thought 

Sir Jo. Zooks, would the Captain would come; the very 
remembrance makes me quake; agad I shall never be recon- 
ciled to this place heartily. 

SHarp. "Tis but trying, and being where I am at worst, 
now luck! curs’d fortune! this must be the place, this 
damn’d unlucky place 

Str Jo. Agad and so ’tis 
mischief done I perceive. 

Suarp. No, ’tis gone, ’tis lost ten thousand devils on 
that chance which drew me hither; ay here, just here, this 
spot to me is hell; nothing to be found, but the despair of 
what I’ve lost. [Looking about as in search. 

Sir Jo. Poor gentleman by the Lord Harry I’ll stay 
no longer, for I have found too 

SHarp. Ha! who’s that has found? What have you 
found? restore it quickly, or by: 

Str Jo. Not I, sir, not I, as I’ve a soul to be sav’d, I 
have found nothing but what has been to my loss, as I may 
say, and as you were saying, sir. 

SHarp. O your servant, sir, you are safe then it seems; 
’tis an ill wind that blows no body good: well, you may re- 
joice over my ill fortune, since it pay’d the price of your 
ransome. 

Sir Jo. I rejoice! agad not I, sir: ’'m very sorry for 
your loss, with all my heart, blood and guts, sir; and if you 
did but know me, you’d ne’er say I were so ill natur’d. 

SHARP. Know you; why can you be so ungrateful, to 
forget me! 

Sir Jo. O Lord forget him! No, no sir, I don’t forget 


why here has been more 


you because I never saw your face before, agad. Ha, 
ha, ha. 
SHARP. How! [Angrily. 


Sir Jo. Stay, stay sir, let me recollect he’s a damn’d 
angry fellow I believe I had better remember him, ’till 
I can get out of his sight; but out o’sight out o’mind agad. 

[Aside. 
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SHARP. Methought the service I did you last night, sir, 
in preserving you from those ruffans, might have taken 
better root in your shallow memory. 

Sir Jo. Gads-daggers-belts-blades and scabbards, this is 
the very gentleman! How shall I make him a return suit- 
able to the greatness of his merit—I had a pretty thing to 
that purpose, if he han’t frighted it out of my memory. 
Hem! hem! Sir, I most submissively implore your pardon 
for my transgression of ingratitude and omission; having my 
intire dependance, sir, upon the superfluity of your goodness, 
which, like an inundation will, I hope, totally immerge the 
recollection of my error, and leave me floating in your sight, 
upon the full blown bladders of repentance—by the help of 
which, I shall once more hope to swim into your favour. 

[ Bows. 

SHarpP. So-h, O sir I am easily pacify’d, the acknowledg- 
ment of a gentleman—— 

Sir Jo. Acknowledgment! Sir I am all over acknowledg- 
ment, and will not stick to shew it in the greatest extremity, 
by night, or by day, in sickness, or in health, winter, or 
summer, all seasons and occasions shall testifie the reality 
and gratitude of your superabundant humble servant Sir 
Joseph Wittol Knight. Hem! hem! 

SHarp. Sir Joseph Wittol. 

Sir Jo. The same sir, of Wittol Hall in Comitatu Bucks. 

SHarp. Is it possible! Then, I am happy, to have obliged 
the mirrour of knighthood and pink of courtesie in the age: 
let me embrace you. 

Sir Jo. O Lord, sir! 

SHarp. My loss, I esteem as a trifle repay’d with in- 
terest, since it has purchas’d me the friendship and acquaint- 
ance of the person in the world, whose character I admire. 

Sir Jo. You are only pleas’d to say so, sir but pray 
if I may be so bold, what is that loss you mention? 

SuHarp. O term it no longer so, sir. In the scuffle, last 
night, I only dropt a bill of a hundred pound, which I confess, 
I came half despairing to recover; but thanks to my better 


fortune—— 
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Sir Jo. You have found it sir then it seems; I profess 
I’m heartily glad 

SHARP. Sir your humble servant I don’t question but 
you are; that you have so cheap an opportunity of expressing 
your gratitude and generosity. Since the paying so trivial a 
sum, will wholly acquit you and doubly engage me. 

Sir Jo. What a dickens does he mean by a trivial sum? 
[Aside.| But han’t you found it, sir! 

SHarp. No otherwise I vow to gad but in my hopes in 
you, sir. 

Sir Jo. Humph. 

SHarp. But that’s sufficient 
the honour of Sir Joseph Wittol. 

Sir Jo. O Lord, sir. 

SHarp. You are above (I’m sure) a thought so low, to 
suffer me to lose what was ventur’d in your service; nay 
*twas in a manner paid down for your deliverance; ’twas 
so much lent you and you scorm, I'll say that for 
you 

Sir Jo. Nay I'll say that for my self (with your leave, sir,) 
I do scorn a dirty thing. But agad I’m a little out of pocket 
at present. 

SHarp. Pshaw you can’t want a hundred pound. Your 
word is sufficient any where: ’tis but borrowing so much dirt, 
you have large acres and can soon repay it—money is but 
dirt Sir Joseph—meer dirt. 

Sir Jo. But I profess, ’tis a dirt I have washed my hands 
of at present; I have laid it all out upon my back. 

SHARP. Are you so extravagant in cloaths, Sir Joseph? 

Str Jo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good jest I profess, ha, ha, ha, 
a very good jest, and I did not know that I had said it, and 
that’s a better jest than t’other. *Tis a sign you and I ha’n’t 
been long acquainted; you have lost a good jest for want of 
knowing me—I only mean a friend of mine whom I call my 
back; he sticks as close to me, and follows me through all 
dangers he is indeed back, breast and headpiece as it 
were to me——agad he’s a brave fellow—pauh, I am quite 
another thing, when I am with him: I don’t fear the devil 


2 


twere injustice to doubt 
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(bless us) almost if he be by. Ah 
last night— 

SHarp. If he had, sir, what then? he could have done no 
more, nor perhaps have suffer’d so much—had he a hundred 
pound to lose? [Angrily. 

Sir Jo. O Lord sir by no means (but I might have sav’d 
a hundred pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to be saved 
sir (a damn’d hot fellow) only as I was saying, I let him 
have all my ready mony to redeem his great sword from 
limbo—but sir I have a letter of credit to Alderman Fondle- 
wife, as far as two hundred pound, and this afternoon you 
shall see I am a person, such a one as you would wish to 
have met with 

SHarp. That you are I'll be sworn. [4side.] Why that’s 
great and like your self. 


had he been with me 


SCENE II 


[To them] Captain BLUFFE 


Sir Jo. O here a’comes—ay my Hector of Troy, welcome 
my bully, my back; agad my heart has gone apit pat for 
thee. 

Biurr. How now, my young knight? Not for fear I 
hope; he that knows me must be a stranger to fear. 

Sir Jo. Nay agad I hate fear ever since I had like to 
have dy’d of a fright—but— 

Biurr. But? Look you here boy, here’s your antidote, 
here’s your Jesuites powder for a shaking fit But who 
hast thou got with thee, is he of mettle? 

[Laying his hand upon his sword. 

Sir Jo. Ay, bully, a devilish smart fellow: ’a will fight 
like a cock. 

Biurr. Say you so? then I honour him But has he 
been abroad? for every cock will fight upon his own dunghil. 

Sir Jo. I don’t know, but I’ll present you 

Buurr. I'll recommend my self—sir I honour you; I 
understand you love fighting, I reverence a man that loves 
fighting, sir I kiss your hilts. 
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Suarp. Sir your servant, but you are misinform’d, for 
unless it be to serve my particular friend, as Sir Joseph here, 
my country, or my religion, or in some very justifiable cause, 
I’m not for it. 

Biurr. O Lord I beg your pardon, sir, I find you are 
not of my pallat, you can’t relish a dish of fighting without 
sweet sawce. Now I think fighting, for fighting sake’s 
sufficient cause; fighting, to me’s religion and the laws. 

Sir Jo. Ah, well said my hero; was not that great sir? 
by the Lord Harry he says true; fighting, is meat, drink and 
cloth to him. But back, this gentleman is one of the best 
friends I have in the world, and saved my life last night 
You know I told you. 

Biurr. Ay! ThenI honour him again 
your name? 

Suarp. Ay, sir, my name’s Sharper. 

Str Jo. Pray Mr. Sharper embrace my back—very 
well by the Lord Harry Mr. Sharper he’s as brave a fellow 
as Cannibal, are not you bully-back? | 

SHarp. Hannibal I believe you mean, Sir Joseph. 

Biurr. Undoubtedly he did sir; faith Hannibal was a 
very pretty fellow but Sir Joseph, comparisons are 
odious—Hannibal was a very pretty fellow in those days, it 
must be granted—but alas sir! were he alive now, he would 
be nothing, nothing in the earth. 

SHARP. How sir! I make a doubt, if there be at this day 
a greater general breathing. 

Biurr. Oh excuse me sir; have you serv’d abroad, sir? 

SHARP. Not I really, sir. 

Biurr. Oh I thought so why then you can know 
nothing, sir: | am afraid you scarce know the history of the 
late war in Flanders, with all its particulars. 

SHARP. Not I, sir, no more than publick letters, or 
Gazettes tell us. 

Biurr. Gazette! Why there again now why, sir, 
there are not three words of truth, the year round, put into 
the Gazette I'll tell you a strange thing now as to that 
You must know, sir, I was resident in Flanders the last 


sir may I crave 
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campaign, had a small post there; but no matter for that 
perhaps, sir, there was scarce any thing of moment done 
but an humble servant of yours, that shall be nameless, was 
an eye witness of- I won’t say had the greatest share in’t. 
Tho’ I might say that too, since I name no body you 
know Well, Mr. Sharper, would you think it? In all this 
time asI hope for a truncheon—this rascally Gazette- 
writer never so much as once mention’d me—not once by 
the wars took no more notice, than as if Nol. Bluffe had 
not been in the land of the living. 
SHarp. Strange! 
_ Sir Jo. Yet by the lord Harry ’tis true Mr. Sharper, for 
I went every day to coffee-houses to read the Gazette my self. 
Biurr. Ay, ay, no matter ‘You see Mr. Sharper after 
all I am content to retire live a private person Scipio 
and others have done it. 
SuHarp. Impudent rogue. [Aside. 
Sr Jo. Ay, this damn’d modesty of yours agad if he 
would put in for’t he might be made general himself yet. 
BuiurF. Oh fie, no Sir Joseph you know I hate this. 
Srr Jo. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how you 
eat fire once out of the mouth of a cannon—agad he 
did; those impenetrable whiskers of his have confronted 
flames 
Buiurr. Death, what do you mean Sir Joseph? 
Sir Jo. Look you now, I tell you he’s so modest he'll 
own nothing. 
Burr. Pish you have put me out, I have forgot what I 
was about. Pray hold your tongue, and give me leave. 
[Angrily. 


Sir Jo. I am dumb. 

Buiurr. This sword I think I was telling you of Mr. 
Sharper——This sword I’ll maintain to be the best divine, 
anatomist, lawyer or casuist in Europe; it shall decide a con- 
troversie or split a cause 

Sir Jo. Nay, now I must speak; it will split a hair, by 
the Lord Harry, I have seen it. 

Biurr. Zouns sir, it’s a lie, you have not seen it, nor 
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shan’t see it; sir I say you can’t see; what d’ye say to that 
now? 

Sir Jo. Iam blind. 

Biurr. Death, had any other man interrupted me—— 

Sir Jo. Good Mr. Sharper speak to him; I dare not look 
that way. ; 

SHarp. Sir Joseph’s penitent. 

Biurr. Oh I am calm sir, calm as a discharged cul- 
verin but ’twas indiscreet, when you know what will 
provoke me—nay come Sir Joseph, you know my heat’s 
soon over. 

Str Jo. Well I am a fool sometimes—but I’m sorry. 

Buiurr. Enough. 

Sir Jo. Come we'll go take a glass to drown animosities. 
Mr. Sharper will you partake? 

SHarp. I[ wait on you sir; nay, pray Captain—you are 
Sir Joseph’s back. 


SCENE III 


ARAMINTA, BELINDA, BETTY waiting, in 
ARAMINTA’S apartment 


Betrn. Ah! Nay, dear prithee good, dear sweet 
cousin no more, oh gad, I swear you’d make one sick to 
hear you. 

Aram. Bless me! what have I said to move you thus? 

Beuin. Oh you have raved, talked idly, and all in com- 
mendation of that filthy, awkward, two-leg’d creature, man— 
you don’t know what you’ve said, your fever has transported 
you. 

Aram. If love be the fever which you mean, kind Heav’n 
avert the cure: let me have oil to feed that flame and never 
let it be extinct, ’till I my self am ashes. 

Bein. There was a whine! O gad I hate your horrid 


fancy this love is the devil, and sure to be in love is to 
be possess’d tis in the head, the heart, the blood, the 
all over O gad you are quite spoil’d I shall loath the 


sight of mankind for your sake. 
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Aram. Fie, this is gross affectation—a little of Bellmour’s 
company would change the scene. 

Bern. Filthy fellow! I wonder cousin— 

Aram. I wonder, cousin, you should imagine, I don’t 
perceive you love him. 

Bein. Oh I love your hideous fancy! Ha, ha, ha, love 
a man! 

Aram. Love'a man! yes, you would not love a beast. 

Bein. Of all beasts not an ass which is so like your 
Vainlove——lard I have seen an ass look so chagrin, ha, ha, 
ha, (you must pardon me I can’t help laughing) that an ab- 
solute lover would have concluded the poor creature to have 
had darts, and flames, and altars, and all that in his breast. 
Araminta, come I[’ll talk seriously to you now; could you 
but see with my eyes, the buffoonry of one scene of address, 
a lover, set out with all his equipage and appurtenances; O 
gad! sure you would but you play the game, and conse- 
quently can’t see the miscarriages obvious to every stander 
by. 

Aram. Yes, yes, I can see something near it when you 
and Bellmour meet. You don’t know that you dreamt of 
Bellmour last night, and call’d him aloud in your sleep. 

BELIN. Pish, I can’t help dreaming of the devil some- 
times; would you from thence infer I love him? 

Aram. But that’s not all; you caught me in your arms 
when you named him, and press’d me to your bosom 
sure if I had not pinch’d you ’till you wak’d you had stifled 
me with kisses. 

Bexin. O barbarous aspersion! 

Aram. No aspersions, cousin, we are alone——nay I can 
tell you more. 

Bein. I deny it all. 

Aram. What before you hear it? 

Bein. My denial is premeditated like your malice 
lard, cousin, you talk odly- what ever the matter is, O my 
Sol, I’m afraid you'll follow evil courses. 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleasant. 

Bein. You may laugh, but—— 
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Beuin. You think the malicious grinn becomes you 
the devil take Bellmour why do you tell me of him? 

Aram. Oh is it come out—now you are angry, I am sure 
you love him. I tell no body else, cousin I have not 
betray’d you yet. 

Beurn. Prithee tell it all the world, it’s false. 

Aram. Come then, kiss and friends. 

Bein. Pish. 

Aram. Prithee don’t be so peevish. 

Bein. Prithee don’t be so impertinent. Betty. 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 

Betty. Did your ladyship call, madam? 

Bein. Get my hoods and tippet, and bid the footman 
call a chair. 

Aram. I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, cousin. 


SCENE IV 


[To them] FooTMaNn 


Foor. Madam, there are 

Bein. Is there a chair? 

Foot. No, madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and Mr. Vain- 
love to wait upon your Ladyship. 

Aram. Are they below? 

Foot. No, madam, they sent before, to know if you were 
at home. 

Betty. The visit’s to you, cousin, I suppose I am at my 
liberty. 

Aram. Be ready to shew ’em up. 


SCENE V 


[To them] Betry with hoods and looking-glass 


I can’t tell, cousin, I believe we are equally concern’d: 
but if you continue your humour, it won’t be very entertain- 
ing——(I know she’d fain be persuaded to stay. | Aside. 
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Bern. I shall oblige you, in leaving you to the full and 
free enjoyment of that conversation you admire. Let me see; 
hold the glass—lard I look wretchedly to day. 

AraM. Betty, why don’t you help my cousin? 

[Putting on her hoods. 

Bein. Hold off your fists, and see that he gets a chair 
with a high roof, or a very low seat—stay, come back here 
you Mrs. Fidget—you are so ready togo to the foot- 
man Here, take ’em all again, my mind’s chang’d, I 
won't go. 


SCENE'*VI 


ARAMINTA, BELINDA 


Aram. So, this I expected you won’t oblige me then, 
cousin, and let me have all the company to my self? 

Bein. No; upon consideration, I have too much charity 
to trust you to your self. The devil watches all opportu- 
nities; and in this favourable disposition of your mind, 
Heav’n knows how far you may be tempted: I am tender of 
your reputation. 

Aram. I am oblig’d to you—But who’s malicious now, 
Belinda? 

Bein. Not I; witness my heart, I stay out of pure 
affection. 

Aram. In my conscience I believe you. 


SCENE VII 


[To them] VAINLovE, BELLMouR, FooTMAN 


Bett. So, fortune be prais’d! To find you both within, 
ladies, is 

Aram. No miracle, I hope. 

Bett. Not o’your side, madam, I confess but my 
tyrant there and I, are two buckets that can never come 
together. 

Bein. Nor are ever like 
clash. 


yet we often meet and 
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Beit. How never like! marry Hymen forbid. But this 
it is to run so extravagantly in debt; I have laid out such a 
world of love in your service, that you think you can never 
be able to pay me all: so shun me for the same reason that 
you would a dun. 

Be.in. Ay, on my conscience, and the most impertinent 
and troublesome of duns—a dun for mony will be quiet, 
when he sees his debtor has not wherewithal—but a dun for 
love is an eternal torment that never rests 
‘Beit. ’Till he has created love where there was none, 
and then gets it for his pains. For importunity in love, like 

‘importunity at court; first creates its own interest, and then 
pursues it for the favour. 

Aram. Favours that are got by impudence and importu- 
nity, are like discoveries from the rack, when the afflicted 
person, for his ease, sometimes confesses secrets his heart 
knows nothing of. 

Vain. I should rather think favours, so gain’d, to be due 
rewards to indefatigable devotion for as love is a deity, 
he must be serv’d by prayer. 

Bettn. O gad, would you would all pray to love then, 
and let us alone. 

Vain. You are the temples of love, and ’tis through you, 
our devotion must be convey’d. 

Aram. Rather poor silly idols of your own making, which, 
upon the least displeasure you forsake, and set up new— 
every man, now, changes his mistress and his religion, as his 
humour varies or his interest. 

Vain. O madam 

Aram. Nay come, I find we are growing serious, and then 
we are in great danger of being dull—if my musick-master 
be not gone, I'll entertain you with a new song, which comes 
pretty near my own opinion of love and your sex—who’s 
there? Is Mr. Gavot gone? [Calls. 

Foot. Only to the next door, madam; I’ll call him. 
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SCENE VIII 
ARAMINTA, BELINDA, VAINLOVE and BELLMOUR 


Bett. Why, you won’t hear me with patience. 

Aram. What’s the matter, cousin? 

Bett. Nothing, madam, only 

Bein. Prithee hold thy tongue lard, he has so pes- 
ter’'d me with flames and stuff——I think I shan’t endure the 
sight of a fire this twelvemonth. 

Bey. Yet all can’t melt that cruel frozen heart. 

Bein. O gad I hate your hideous fancy—you said that 
once before——if you must talk impertinently, for heavens 
sake let it be with variety; don’t come always, like the devil, 
wrapt in flames [ll not hear a sentence more, that begins 
with an, J burn or an, I beseech you, madam. 

Bert. But tell me how you would be ador’d 
very tractable. 

Bein. Then know, I would be ador’d in silence. 

Bett. Humph, I thought so, that you might have all 
the talk to your self. you had better let me speak; for if 
my thoughts fly to any pitch, I shall make villainous signs. 

Beitrn. What will you get by that? to make such signs 
as I won’t understand. 

Bett. Ay, but if I’m tongue-ty’d, I must have all my 
actions free to quicken your apprehension—and 1-gad let 
me tell you, my most prevailing argument is express’d in 
dumb shew. 


I am 


SCENE IX 
[To them] Mustck-MasTER 


Aram. OI am glad we shall have a song to divert the 
discourse pray oblige us with the last new song. 


SONG 
I 


Thus to a ripe, consenting maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia said, 
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Would you long preserve your lover? 
Would you still his goddess reign? 
Never let him all discover, 
Never let him much obtain. 


II 


Men will admire, adore and die, 

While wishing at your feet they lye 

But admitting their embraces, 
Wakes ’em from the golden dream; 

Nothing’s new besides our faces, 
Every woman is the same. 


Aram. So, how de’e like the song, gentlemen? 

BELL. Overy well perform’d but I don’t much admire 
the words. 

Aram. I expected it—there’s too much truth in ’em: if 
Mr. Gavot will walk with us in the garden, we’ll have it once 
again—you may like it better at second hearing. You'll 
bring my cousin. 

Bett. Faith madam, I dare not speak to her, but I'll 
make signs. [Addresses Belinda in dumb shew. 

Bein. O foh, your dumb rhetorick is more ridiculous, 
than your talking impertinence; as an ape is a much more 
troublesome animal than a parrot. 

Aram. Ay, cousin, and ’tis a sign the creatures mimick 
nature well; for there are few men, but do more silly things 
than they say. 

Bett. Well, I find my apishness has paid the ransome 
for my speech, and set it at liberty: tho, I confess, I could 
be well enough pleas’d to drive on a love-bargain, in that 
silent manner—’twould save a man a world of lying and 
swearing at the years end. Besides I have had a little ex- 
perience, that brings to mind— 


Kind looks and actions (from success) do prove, 


When wit and reason, both have fail’d, to move; 
Ev’n silence may be eloquent in love. 


[End of the Second Act.] 
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ACT III 


SCENE I, The Street 
Sirvia and Lucy 


Sitv. Will he not come then? 

Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you will go in 
and be ready to receive him. 

Sitv. Why did you not tell me? Whom mean you? 

Lucy. Whom you should mean, Heartwell. 

Sitv. Senseless creature, I meant my Vainlove. 

Lucy. You may as soon hope, to recover your own 
maidenhead, as his love. Therefore e’en set your heart at 
rest, and in the name of opportunity mind your own business. 
Strike Heartwell home, before the bait’s worn off the hook. 
Age will come. He nibbled fairly yesterday, and no doubt 
will be eager enough to day, to swallow the temptation. 

Sitv. Well, since there’s no remedy—yet tell me for 
I would know, though to the anguish of my soul; how did he 
refuse? Tell me—how did he receive my letter, in anger or 
in scorn? 

Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worse, with 
damn’d, senseless indifference. By this light I could have 
spit in his face receive it! Why he receiv’d it, as I would 
one of your lovers that should come empty-handed; as a 
court lord does his mercers bill, or a begging dedication: 
he receiv’d it as if’t had been a letter from his wife. 

Sttv. What, did he not read it? 

Lucy. Hum/’d it over, gave you his respects, and said, 
he would take time to peruse it but then he was in haste. 

Strv. Respects, and peruse it! He’s gone, and Araminta 
has bewitch’d him from me—Oh how the name of rival fires 
my blood—I could curse ’em both; eternal jealousie attend 
her love, and disappointment meet his. Oh that I could 
revenge the torment he has caus’d methinks I feel the 
woman strong within me, and vengeance kindles in the room 
of love. 
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Lucy. I have that in my head may make mischief. 

Sttv. How, dear Lucy. 

Lucy. You know Araminta’s dissembled coyness has won, 
and keeps him hers—— 

Sttv. Could we perswade him, that she loves another 

Lucy. No, you’re out; could we perswade him, that she 
doats on him, himself- contrive a kind letter as from her, 
*twould disgust his nicety, and take away his stomach. 

Sitv. Impossible, ’twill never take. 

Lucy. Trouble not your head. Let me alone——I will 
inform my self of what past between ’em to day, and about 
it streight—hold, I’m mistaken, or that’s Heartwell, who 
stands talking at the corner tis he go get you in 
madam, receive him pleasantly, dress up your face in inno- 
cence and smiles; and dissemble the very want of dissimula- 
tion you know what will take him. 

Stty. ’Tis hard to counterfeit love, as it is to conceal it: 
but I’ll do my weak endeavour, though I fear I have not art. 

Lucy. Hang art, madam, and trust to nature for dis- 
sembling. 


Man, was by nature womans cully made: 
We, never are but by our selves betray’d. 


SCEN Eel 
HEARTWELL, VAINLOVE and BELLMOUR following 


Bett. Hist, hist, is not that Heartwell going to Silvia? 

Vain. He’s talking to himself, I think; prithee let’s try 
if we can hear him. 

Heart. Why whither in the devil’s name am I a going 
now? Hum—let me think—is not this Silvia’s house, the 
cave of that enchantress, and which consequently I ought to 
shun as I would infection? To enter here, is to put on the 
envenom’d shirt, to run into the embraces of a fever, and in 
some raving fit, be led to plunge my self into that more con- 
suming fire, a woman’s arms. Ha! well recollected, I will 
recover my reason, and be gone. 

Bett. Now Venus forbid! 
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Vain. Hush 

Heart. Well, why do you not move? Feet do your 
office—not one inch; no, foregad I’m caught there stands 
my north, and thither my needle points—now could I curse 
my self, yet cannot repent. O thou delicious, damn’d, dear, 
destructive woman! S’death how the young fellows will hoot 
me! I shall be the jest of the town: nay in two days, I ex- 
pect to be chronicled in ditty, and sung in woeful ballad, to 
the tune of thé superannuated maidens comfort, or the 
batchelors fall; and upon the third, I shall be hang’d in 
effigie, pasted up for the exemplary ornament of necessary 
houses, and coblers stalls—death, I can’t think on’t—I’ll run 
into the danger to lose the apprehension. 


SCE NE SLE 
BELLMouR, VAINLOVE 


Bett. A very certain remedy, probatum est Ha, ha, 
ha, poor George, thou art i’th’ right, thou hast sold thy self 
to laughter; the ill-natur’d town will find the jest just where 
thou hast lost it. Ha, ha, how a’ strugled, like an old lawyer 
between two fees. 

Vain. Or a young wench, between pleasure and reputa- 
tion. 

Bett. Oras you did to day, when half afraid you snatch’d 
a kiss from Araminta. 

Vain. She has made a quarrel on’t. 

Bett. Pauh, women are only angry at such offences, to 
have the pleasure of forgiving ’em. 

Vain. And I love to have the pleasure of making my 
peace I should not esteem a pardon if too easily won. 

Bett. Thou dost not know what thou would’st be at; 
whether thou would’st have her angry or pleas’d. Could’st 
thou be content to marry Araminta? 

Vain. Could you be content to go to heav’n? 

Bett. Hum, not immediately, in my conscience not 
heartily. I’d do a little more good in my generation first, 
in order to deserve it. 
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Vain. Nor I to marry Araminta ’till I merit her. 

BELL. But how the devil dost thou expect to get her if 
she never yield? 

Vain. That’s true; but I would 

Bert. Marry her without her consent; thou’rt a riddle 
beyond woman 


SCENE IV 
[To them] SETTER 


Trusty setter what tidings? How goes the project? 

Setrer. As all lewd projects do, sir, where the devil pre- 
vents our endeavours with success. 

Bett. A good hearing, Setter. 

Vain. Well, I'll leave you with your engineer. 

Beit. And hast thou provided necessaries? 

SETTER. All, all, sir; the large sanctified hat, and the 
little precise band, with a swinging long spiritual cloak, to 
cover carnal knavery—not forgetting the black patch, which 
tribulation Spintext wears, as I’m inform’d, upon one eye, as 
a penal mourning for the ogling offences of his youth; and 
some say, with that eye, he first discover’d the frailty of his 
wife. 

BELL. Well, in this fanatick fathers habit, will I confess 
Letitia. 

SeTTeR. Rather prepare her for confession, sir, by help- 
ing her to sin. 

Berit. Be at your masters lodging, in the evening, I 
shall use the robes. 


SCENE V 
SETTER alone 


SETTER. [I shall sir I wonder to which of these two 
gentlemen I do most properly appertain the one uses 
me as his attendant; the other (being the better acquainted 
with my parts) employs me as a pimp; why that’s much the 
more honourable employment—by all means I follow 
one as my master, t’other follows me as his conductor. 
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SCENE VI 
[To him] Lucy 


Lucy. There’s the hang-dog his man I had a power 
over him in the reign of my mistress; but he is too true a 
valet de chambre not to affect his master’s faults; and con- 
sequently is revolted from his allegiance. 

SETTER. Undoubtedly ’tis impossible to be a pimp and 
not a man of parts. That is without being politick, diligent, 
secret, wary, and so forth And to all this valiant as 
Hercules—that is, passively valiant and actively obedient. 
Ah! Setter what a treasure is here lost for want of being 
known. 

Lucy. Here’s some villany a-foot he’s so thoughtful; 
may be I may discover something in my mask—worthy sir, 


a word with you. [Puts on her mask. 
SeTTER. Why if I were known, I might come to be a 
great man 


Lucy. Not to interrupt your meditation— 

SeTreR. And I should not be the first that has procur’d 
his greatness by pimping. 

Lucy. Now poverty and the pox light upon thee, for a 
contemplative pimp. 

SetreER. Ha! what art, who thus maliciously hast 
awaken’d me, from my dream of glory? Speak thou vile 
disturber 

Lucy. Ofthy most vile cogitations—thou poor, conceited 
wretch, how wert thou valuing thy self, upon thy masters 
employment. For he’s the head pimp to Mr. Bellmour. 

SETTER. Good words, damsel, or I shall But how dost 
thou know my master or me? 

Lucy. Yes I know both master and man to be 

SETTER. To be men perhaps; nay faith like enough; I 
often march in the rear of my master, and enter into the 
breaches which he has made. 

Lucy. Ay, the breach of faith, which he has begun: thou 


traitor to thy lawful princess. 
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SeTtreR. Why how now! prithee who art? Lay by that 
worldly face and produce your natural vizor. 

Lucy. No sirrah, I’ll keep it on to abuse thee and leave 
thee without hopes of revenge. 

SETTER. Oh! I begin to smoak ye: thou art some for- 
saken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore—and art 
come to tickle thy imagination with remembrance of iniquity 
past. 

Lucy. No thou pitiful flatterer of thy masters imperfec- 
tions; thou maukin made up of the shreds and pairings of his 
superfluous fopperies. 

Setrer. Thou art thy mistress’s foul self, composed of 
her sullied iniquities and cloathing. 

Lucy. Hang thee—beggars curr—thy master is but a 
mumper in love, lies canting at the gate; but never dares 
presume to enter the house. 

SetTER. Thou art the wicket to thy mistresses gate, to 
be opened for all comers. In fine thou art the high road to 
thy mistress. 

Lucy. Beast, filthy toad, I can hold no longer, look and 
tremble. [Unmasks. 

SETTER. How, Mrs. Lucy! 

Lucy. I wonder thou hast the impudence to look me in 
the face. 

SeTTER. Adsbud who’s in fault, mistress of mine? who 
flung the first stone? Who undervalued my function? and 
who the devil could know you by instinct? 

Lucy. You could know my office by instinct, and be 
hang’d, which you have slander’d most abominably. It 
vexes me not what you said of my person; but that my in- 
nocent calling should be expos’d and scandaliz’d—I cannot 
bear it. 

SeTrerR. Nay faith Lucy I’m sorry, I’ll own my self to 
blame, though we were both in fault as to our offices. 
Come I’Il make you any reparation. 

Lucy. Swear. 

SETTER. I do swear to the utmost of my power. 

Lucy. To be brief then; what is the reason your master 
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did not appear to day according to the summons I brought 
him? 

SETTER. To answer you as briefly 
be tried in another court. 

Lucy. Come tell me in plain terms, how forward he is 
with Araminta. 

SETTER. Too forward to be turn’d back—though he’s a 
little in disgrace at present about a kiss which he forced. 
You and I can kiss Lucy, without all that. 

Lucy. Stand off- he’s a precious jewel. - 

SeTrerR. And therefore you’d have him to set in your 
lady’s locket. 

Lucy. Where is he now? 

SETTER. He’ll be in the piazza presently. 

Lucy. Remember to days behaviour 
with a penitent face. 

SETTER. What no token of amity Lucy? you and I don’t 
use to part with dry lips. 

Lucy. No, no, avaunt—I’ll not be slabber’d and kiss’d 
now [Pm not rth’ humour. 

SETTER. I'll not quit you so 
into the humour. 


he has a cause to 


let me see you 


I'll follow and put you 


SCENE Vil 
Sir JosepH Witto., BLuFFE 


Buiurr. And so out of your unwonted generosity 

Sir Jo. And good nature, back; I am good natur’d and 
I can’t help it. 

Biurr. You have given him a note upon Fondlewife for 
a hundred pound. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, poor fellow, he ventur’d fair for’t. 

Biurr. You have disoblig’d me in it—for I have occasion 
for the mony, and if you would look me in the face again 
and live, go, and force him to redeliver you the note—go— 
and bring it me hither. I’ll stay here for you. 

Sir Jo. You may stay ’till the day of judgment then, by 
the Lord Harry. I know better things than to be run through 
the guts for a hundred pound why I gave that hundred 
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pound for being saved, an d’ee think, an there were no dan- 
ger, I’ll be so ungrateful to take it from the gentleman again? 

Biurr. Well, go to him from me tell him, I say, he 
must refund——or bilbo’s the word, and slaughter will 
ensue if he refuse, tell him—but whisper that tell 
him I'll pink his soul but whisper that softly to him. 

Sir Jo. So softly, that he shall never hear on’t I warrant 
you—why, what a devil’s the matter, bully, are you mad? 
Or de’e think I’m mad? Agad for my part, I don’t love to 
be the messenger of ill news; ’tis an ungrateful office—so tell 
him your self. 

Biurr. By these hilts I believe he frightned you into 
this composition: I believe you gave it him out of fear, pure 
paultry fear—confess. 

Str Jo. No, no, hang’t I was not afraid neither—tho’ 
I confess he did in a manner snap me up—yet I can’t say 
that it was altogether out of fear, but partly to prevent mis- 
chief—for he was a devilish cholerick fellow: and if my choler 
had been up too, agad there would have been mischief done, 
that’s flat. And yet I believe if you had been by, I would 
as soon have let him a’had a hundred of my teeth. Adsheart 
if he should come just now when I’m angry, I’d tell him 
mum. 


SCENE VIII 
[To them] BELLMouR, SHARPER 


Bett. Thou’rt a lucky rogue; there’s your benefactor, 
you ought to return him thanks now you have receiv’d the 
favour. 

SHARP. Sir Joseph your note was accepted, and the 
mony paid at sight: I’m come to return my thanks 

Sir Jo. They won’t be accepted so readily as the bill, sir. 

Bet. I doubt the knight repents, Tom—he looks like 
the Knight of the Sorrowful Face. 

SHarp. This is a double generosity—Do me a kindness 
and refuse my thanks—But I hope you are not offended 
that I offer’d ’em. 

Sir Jo. May be I am, sir, may be I am not, sir, may be 
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I am both, sir; what then? I hope I may be offended, with- 
out any offence to you, sir. 

ee Hey day! Captain, what’s the matter? You can 
tell. 

Burr. Mr. Sharper, the matter is plain—Sir Joseph has 
found out your trick, and does not care.to be put upon; 
being a man of honour. 

SHarp. Trick, ‘sir? 

Sir Jo. Ay trick, sir, and won’t be put upon, sir, being 
a man of honour, sir, and so, sir 

Suarp. Harkee, Sir Joseph, a word with ye in con- 
sideration of some favours lately received; I would not have 
you draw your self into a premunire, by trusting to 
that sign of a man there that pot-gun charged with 
wind. 

Sir Jo. O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come justife your 
self, I'll give him the lie if you stand to it. 

Suarp. Nay then I’ll be beforehand with you, take that— 
oafe. [Cuffs him. 

Sir Jo. Captain, will you see this? Won’t you pink his 
soul? 

Buiurr. Husht, ’tis not so convenient now—I shall find 
a time. 

SHarp. What do you mutter about a time, rascal—you 
were the incendiary There’s to put you in mind of your 
time A memorandum. [Kicks him. 

Buiurr. Oh this is your time, sir, you had best make use 
on’t. 

Suarp. I gad and so I will: there’s again for you. 

[Kicks him. 

Biurr. You are obliging, sir, but this is too publick a 

place to thank you in: but in your ear, you are to be seen 


again. 
Suarp. Ay thou inimitable coward, and to be felt—as for 
example. [Kicks him. 


Beti. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, ’*tis scandalous to 
kick this puppy unless a man were cold, and had no other 


way to get himself a heat. 
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SCENE Ix 
Sir JosEPH, BLUFFE 


But ’tis no matter 


Buurr. Very well very fine 
Is not this fine, Sir Joseph? 
Sir Jo. Indifferent, agad in my opinion very indifferent— 
I’d rather go plain all my life, than wear such finery. 
Biurr. Death and hell to be affronted thus! I'll die 
before I’ll suffer it. [Draws. 
Sir Jo. O Lord, his anger was not raised before—nay, 
dear Captain, don’t be in passion now he’s gone—put up, 
put up, dear back, ’tis your Sir Joseph begs, come let me 
kiss thee; so, so, put up, put up. 
Burr. By heav’n ’tis not to be put up. 
Sir Jo. What, bully? 
Buiurr. The affront. 
‘Sir Jo. No agad no more ’tis, for that’s put up all al- 
ready, thy sword I mean. 
Buiurr. Well, Sir Joseph, at your entreaty 
not you, my friend, abus’d, and cufft, and kickt? 
[Putting up his sword. 
Str Jo. Ay, ay, so were you too; no matter, ’tis past. 
Biurr. By the immortal thunder of great guns, ’tis 
false—he sucks not vital air who dares affirm it to this face. 
[Looks big. 
Sir Jo. To that face I grant you Captain—No, no, I 
grant you—not to that face, by the Lord Harry—if you had 
put on your fighting face before, you had done his business— 
he durst as soon have kist you, as kickt you to your face—— 
but a man can no more help what’s done behind his back, 
than what’s said come we’ll think no. more of what’s past. 
Buurr. Tl call a council of war within to consider of 
my revenge to come. 


but were 
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SCENE X 
HEARTWELL, SiLvia. Sitvia’s Apartment 
SONG 


As Amoret and Thyrsis lay 

Melting the hours in gentle play; 
Joining faces, mingling kisses, 

And exchanging harmless blisses: 

He trembling cry’d, with eager haste, 
O let me feed as well as taste, 

I die, if ’m not wholly blest. 


After the song, a Dance of Anticks. 


5 Strv. Indeed it is very fine——I could look upon ’em all 
ay. 

Heart. Well has this prevail’d for me, and will you 
look upon me? 

Sitv. If you could sing and dance so, I should love to 
look upon you too. 

Heart. Why ’twas I sung and danc’d; I gave musick to 
the voice, and life to their measures—Look you here Silvia, 

[Pulling out a purse and chinking 1t. 
here are songs and dances, poetry and musick hark! how 
sweetly one guinea rhymes to another—and how they dance 
to the musick of their own chink. This buys all the t’other— 
and this thou shalt have; this, and all that I am worth for the 
purchase of thy love Say, is it mine then, ha? Speak 
syren—oons why do I look on her! Yet I must—speak dear 
angel, devil, saint, witch; do not rack me with suspence. 

Sitv. Nay don’t stare at me so—You make me blush— 
I cannot look. 

Heart. Oh manhood, where art thou! What am I come 
to? A woman’s toy; at these years! Death, a bearded baby 
for a girl to dandle. O dotage, dotage! That ever that noble 
passion, lust, should ebb to this degree No reflux of vig- 
orous blood: but milky love, supplies the empty channels; 
and prompts me to the softness of a child—a meer infant 
and would suck. Can you love me Silvia? Speak. 
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Sty. I dare not speak ’till I believe you, and indeed I’m 
afraid to believe you yet. 

Heart. Death, how her innocence torments and pleases 
me! Lying, child, is indeed the art of love; and men are 
generally masters in it: but I’m so newly entred, you cannot 
distrust me of any skill in the treacherous mystery—now by 
my soul I cannot lye, though it were to serve a friend or 
gain a mistress. 

Sitv. Must you lye then, if you say you love me? 

Heart. No, no, dear ignorance, thou beauteous change- 
ling I tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for a truth, a 
naked truth, which I’m ashamed to discover. 

Sttvy. But love, they say, is a tender thing, that will 
smooth frowns, and make calm an angry face: will soften a 
rugged temper, and make ill humoured people good; you 
look ready to fright one, and talk as if your passion were not 
love, but anger. 

Heart. ’Tis both; for I am angry with my self when I 
am pleased with you and a pox upon me for loving thee 
so well—yet I must on *tis a bearded arrow, and will 
more easily be thrust forward than drawn back. 

Sttv. Indeed if I were well assur’d you lov’d; but how can 
I be well assur’d? 

Heart. Take the symptoms—and ask all the tyrants of 
thy sex, if their fools are not known by this party-coloured 
livery—I am melancholick, when thou art absent; look like 
an ass, when thou art present; wake for thee, when I should 
sleep; and even dream of thee, when I am awake; sigh much, 
drink little, eat less, court solitude, am grown very enter- 
taining to my self, and (as I am informed) very troublesome 
to every body else. If this be not love, it is madness, and 
then it is pardonable—nay yet a more certain sign than all 
this; I give thee my mony. 

Sitv. Ay, but that is no sign; for they say, gentlemen 
will give mony to any naughty woman to come to bed to 
them——O Gemini, I hope you don’t mean so——for I 
won’t be a whore. 

Heart. The more is the pity. [Aside. 
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Sttv. Nay, if you would marry me, you should not 
come to bed to me—you have such a beard, and would so 
prickle one. But do you intend to marry me? 

Heart. That a fool should ask such a malicious question! 
Death, I shall be drawn in, before I know where I am—how- 
ever, I find I am pretty sure of her consent, if I am put to it. 
[A4side.] Marry you? no, no, I’ll love you. 

Sttv. Nay, but if you love me, you must marry me; what 
don’t I know my’father lov’d my mother, and was married 
to her? 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old days people married where they 
lov’d; but that fashion is chang’d, child. 

Sitv. Never tell me that, I know it is not chang’d by 
my self; for I love you, and would marry you. 

Heart. I’ll have my beard shav’d, it shan’t hurt thee, 
and we'll go to bed— 

Sttv. No, no, I’m not such a fool neither but I can’t 
keep my self honest; here, I won’t keep any thing that’s 
yours, | hate you now, [Throws the purse] and I'll never see 
you again, cause you’d have me be naught. [Going. 

Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddance—yet 
so much tenderness and beauty—and honesty together is a 
jewel stay Silvia but then to marry why every 
man plays the fool once in his life: but to marry is playing 
the fool all ones life long. 

Strv. What did you call me for? 

Heart. I’ll give thee all I have: and thou shalt live 
with me in every thing so like my wife, the world shall be- 
lieve it; nay, thou shalt think so thy self only let me not 
think so. 

Sitv. No, I’ll die before I'll be your whore——as well 
as I love you. 

Heart. [Aside.] A woman, and ignorant, may be hon- 
est, when ’tis out of obstinacy and contradiction but 
s’death it is but a may be, and upon scurvy terms well, 
farewel then if I can get out of sight I may get the better 
of my self. 

Strv. Well 


good buy. [Turns and weeps. 
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Heart. Ha! Nay come, we'll kiss at parting [Kisses her.] 
By heav’n her kiss is sweeter than liberty I will marry 
thee there thou hast don’t. All my resolves melted in 
that kiss—one more. 

Stty. But when? 

Heart. I’m impatient ’till it be done; I will not give my 
self liberty to think, lest I should cool—I will about a licence 
straight—in the evening expect me——one kiss more to con- 
firm me mad; so. 

Sitv. Ha, ha, ha, an old fox trapt— 


SCENE XI 
[To her] Lucy 


Bless me! you frighted me, I thought he had been come 
again, and had heard me. 

Lucy. Lord, madam, I met your lover in as much haste, 
as if he had been going for a midwife. 

Sttv. He’s going for a parson, girl, the forerunner of a 
midwife, some nine months hence——Well, I find dissembling 
to our sex is as natural as swimming to a negro; we may de- 
pend upon our skill to save us at a plunge, tho’ till then we 
never make the experiment but how hast thou succeeded ? 

Lucy. As you would wish since there is no reclaiming 
Vainlove. I have found out a pique she has taken at him; and 
have fram’d a letter that makes her sue for reconciliation 
first. I know that will do walk in and I’ll shew it you. 
Come madam, you’re like to have a happy time on’t, both 
your love and anger satisfied!—All that can charm our sex 
conspire to please you. 


That woman sure enjoys a blessed night, 
Whom love and vengeance both, at once delight. 


[End of the Third Act.] 
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ASG AN hv. 


SCENE I, The Street 
BELLMouR in fanatick habit, SETTER 


Beir. *Tis pretty near the hour. [Looking on his watch} 
Well and how Setter he, does my hypocrisie fit me hz? 
Does it sit easie on me? 

Set. O most religiously well, sir. 

Bett. I wonder why all our young fellows should glory 
in an opinion of atheism; when they may be so much more: 
conveniently lewd under the coverlet of religion. 

Set. S’bud, sir, away quickly, there’s Fondlewife just: 
turn’d the corner, and’s coming this way. 

BELL. Gads so, there he is, he must not see me. 


SCENE II 
FoNDLEWIFE, BARNABY 


Fonp. I say, I will tarry at home. 

Bar. But, sir. 

Fonp. Good lack! I profess the spirit of contradiction. 
hath possest the lad—I say I will tarry at home——varlet. 

Bar. I have done, sir, then farewel 500 pound. 

Fonp. Ha, how’s that? Stay, stay, did you leave word 
say you with his wife? With Comfort her self. 

Bar. I did; and Comfort will send Tribulation hither 
as soon as ever he comes home I could have brought 
young Mr. Prig, to have kept my mistress company in the 
mean time; but you say: ; 

Fonp. How, how, say varlet! I say let him not come 
near my doors. I say, he is a wanton young Levite, and 
pampereth himself up with dainties, that he may look lovely 
in the eyes of women sincerely I am afraid he hath al- 
ready defiled the tabernacle of our sister Comfort; while her 
good husband is deluded by his godly appearance——I say, 
that even lust doth sparkle in his eyes, and glow upon his. 
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cheeks, and that I would as soon trust my wife with a lord’s 
high-fed chaplain. 

Bar. Sir, the hour draws nigh 
done there ’till you come. 

Fonp. And nothing can be done here ’till I go—So that 
I’ll tarry, d’ee see. 

Bar. And run the hazard to lose your affair, sir! 

Fonp. Good lack, good lack I profess it is a very 
sufficient vexation, for a man to have a handsome wife. 

Bar. Never, sir, but when the man is an insufficient hus- 
band. ”Tis then indeed, like the vanity of taking a fine house, 
and yet be forced to let lodgings, to help pay the rent. 

Fonp. I profess a very apt comparison, varlet. Go and 
bid my Cocky come out to me, I will give her some instruc- 
tions, I will reason with her before I go. 


SCENE III 


FONDLEWIFE alone 


and nothing will be 


And in the mean time, I will reason with my self tell 
me Isaac, why art thee jealous? Why art thee distrustful 
of the wife of thy bosom? Because she is young and 
vigorous, and I am old and impotent then why didst thee. 
marty, Isaac? Because she was beautiful and tempting, 
and because I was obstinate and doating; so that my inclina- 
tion was (and is still) greater than my power and will not 
that which tempted thee, also tempt others, who will tempt 
her, Isaac? I fear it much but does not thy wife love 
thee, nay doat upon theef—Yes—why then!—Ay, but to 
say truth, she’s fonder of me, than she has reason to be; and 
in the way of trade, we still suspect the smoothest dealers of 
the deepest designs And that she has some designs deeper 
than thou canst reach, th’hast experimented, Isaac—but 
mum. 


SCENE ITV 
FoNDLEWIFE, LATITIA 


Lar. I hope my dearest jewel is not going to leave me— 
are you Nykin? 
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Fonp. Wife——have you thoroughly consider’d how de- 
testable, how heinous, and how crying a sin, the sin of adul- 
tery is? have you weigh’d it I say? For it is a very weighty 
sin; and although it may lie heavy upon thee, yet thy husband 
Ea also bear his part: for thy iniquity will fall upon his 

ead. 

Lat. Bless me, what means my dear! 

Fonp. [Aside.] I profess she has an alluring eye; I am 
doubtful, whethér I shall trust her, even with Tribulation 
himself—speak, I say, have you considered, what it is to 
cuckold your husband? 

Lar. [Aside.] I’m amazed: sure he has discovered noth- 
ing—who has wrong’d me to my dearest? I hope my jewel 
does not think, that ever I had any such thing in my head, 
or ever will have. 

Fonp. No, no, I tell you I shall have it in my head 

Lat. [Aside] I know not what to think. But [’m re- 
solv’d to find the meaning of it unkind dear! Was it 
for this you sent to call me? is it not affliction enough that 
you are to leave me, but you must study to encrease it by 
unjust suspicions? [Crying] Well—well—you know my fond- 
ness, and you love to tyrannize—go on cruel man, do, triumph 
over my poor heart, while it holds; which cannot be long, with 
this usage of yours but that’s what you want well 
you will have your ends soon you will—you will yes 
it will break to oblige you. [Sighs. 

Fonp. Verily I fear I have carried the jest too far—nay, 
look you now if she does not weep *tis the fondest fool— 
nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don’t cry, I was but 
in jest, I was not ifeck. 

Lat. [Aside.] Oh then all’s safe. I was terribly frighted 
—my affliction is always your jest, barbarous man! Oh that 
I should love to this degree! yet 

Fonp. Nay, Cocky. 

Lat. No, no, you are weary of me, that’s it—that’s all, 
you would get another wife—another fond fool, to break her 
heart well, be as cruel as you can to me, I'll pray for 
you; and when I am dead with grief, may you have one that 
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will love you as well as I have done: I shall be contented to 
lye at peace in my cold grave—since it will please you. 
[Sighs. 

Fonp. Good lack, good lack, she would melt a heart of 
oak—I profess I can hold no longer nay dear Cocky— 
ifeck you’ll break my heart—ifeck you will see you have 
made me weep made poor Nykin weep nay come kiss, 
buss poor Nykin and I won’t leave thee——lI’ll lose all 
first. 

Lat. [Aside.| How! Heav’n forbid: that will be carry- 
ing the jest too far indeed. 

Fonp. Won’t you kiss Nykin? 

Lar. Go naughty Nykin, you don’t love me. 

Fonp. Kiss, kiss, ifeck I do. 


Lat. No you don’t. [She kisses him. 
Fonp. What not love Cocky! 
Lat. No—h. [Sighs. 


Fonp. I profess, I do love thee better than 500 pound— 
and so thou shalt say, for I’ll leave it to stay with thee. 

Lat. No you shan’t neglect your business for me—no 
indeed you sant Nykin if you don’t go, I'll think you 
been dealous of me still. 

Fonp. He, he, he, wilt thou poor fool? Then I will go, 
I won’t be dealous——poor Cocky, kiss Nykin, kiss Nykin, 
ee, ee, ee ——here will be the good man anon, to talk to Cocky 
and teach her how a wife ought to behave her self. 

Lat. [Aside.| I hope to have one that will shew me 
how a husband ought to behave himself——I shall be glad 
to learn, to please my jewel. [Kiss. 

Fonp. That’s my good dear—come kiss Nykin once 
more, and then get you in so——get you in, get you in. 
By, by. . 

Lat. By Nykin. 

Fonp. By Cocky. 

Lat. By Nykin. 

Fonp. By Cocky, by, by. 
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SCENE V 
VAINLOVE, SHARPER 


SHarp. How! Araminta lost! 
Vain. To confirm what I have said, read this 
[Gives a letter. 

Suarp. [Reads] Hum, hum—and what then appeard a 
fault, upon reflection, seems only an effect of a too powerful 
passion. I’m afraid I give too great a proof of my own at this 
time I am in disorder for what I have written. But some- 
thing, I know not what, forced me. I only beg a favourable 
censure of this and your Araminta. 

SHarp. Lost! Pray Heav’n thou hast not lost thy wits. 
Here, here, she’s thy own man, sign’d and seal’d too—to 
her man a delicious mellon pure and consenting ripe, and 
only waits thy cutting up she has been breeding love to 
thee all this while, and just now she’s deliver’d of it. 

Vain. ’Tis an untimely fruit, and she has miscarried of 
her love. 

Suarp. Never leave this damn’d, illnatur’d whimsey, 
Frank? Thou hast a sickly peevish appetite; only chew love 
and cannot digest it. 

Vain. Yes, when I feed my self—but I hate to be cramm’d 
—by Heav’n there’s not a woman, will give a man the pleas- 
ure of a chase: my sport is always balkt or cut short I 
stumble over the game I would pursue——'tis dull and un- 
natural to have a hare run full in the hounds mouth; and 
would distaste the keenest hunter I would have over- 
taken, not have met my game. 

Suarp. However I hope you don’t mean to forsake it; 
that will be but a kind of a mungril curs trick. Well, are 
you for the Mall? 

Vain. No, she will be there this evening 
go too——and she shall see her error in 

Suarp.. In her choice I gad—but thou canst not be so 
great a brute as to slight her. 


yes, I will 
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Vain. I should disappoint her if I did not—by her man- 
agement I should think she expects it. 


All naturally fly what does pursue: 
Tis fit men should be coy, when women woo. 


SCENE VI 
A room in FONDLEWIFE’S house 


A SERVANT introducing BELLMOUR in fanatick-habit, with a 
patch upon one eye, and a book in his hand. 


Serv. Here’s a chair, sir, if you please to repose your 
self. My mistress is coming, sir. 

Beit. Secure in my disguise, I have out-fac’d suspicion, 
and even dar’d discovery This cloak my sanctity, and 
trusty Scarron’s Novels my prayer-book methinks I am 
the very picture of Montufar in the Hypocrites——Oh! she 
comes. 


SCENE VII 


BELiLMour, LATITIA 
So breaks Aurora through the veil of night, 
Thus fly the clouds, divided by her light, 
And ev’ry eye receives a new-born sight. 


[Throwing off his cloak, patch, &c. 
Lat. Thus strew’d with blushes, like 


—Ah! Heav’n defend me! Who’s this? 
[Discovering him, starts. 

Bett. Your lover. 

Lat. Vainlove’s friend! I know his face, and he has 
betray’d me to him. [Aside. 

Beit. You are surprized. Did you not expect a lover, 
madam? ‘Those eyes shone kindly on my first appearance, 
tho’ now they are o’er-cast. 

Lar. I may well be surpriz’d at your person and im- 
pudence; they are both new to me——You are not what your 


first appearance promised: the piety of your habit was wel- 
come, but not the hypocrisy. 
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Bett. Rather the hypocrisy was welcome, but not the 
hypocrite. 

Lar. Whoare you, sir? You have mistaken the house sure. 

Beit. I have directions in my pocket, which agree with 
every thing but your unkindness. [Pulls out the letter. 

Lat. My letter! Base Vainlove! Then ’tis too late to 
dissemble. [Aside.] ’Tis plain then you have mistaken the 
person. [Going. 

Bett. If we’ part so I’m _ mistaken Hold, hold, 
madam I confess I have run into an error I beg your 
pardon a thousand times What an eternal blockhead am 
I! Can you forgive me the disorder I have put you into—— 
But it is a mistake which any body might have made. 

Lat. What can this mean! ’Tis impossible he should be 
mistaken after all this—a handsome fellow if he had not sur- 
priz’d me: methinks, now I look on him again, I would not 
have him mistaken. [4side.] We are all liable to mistakes, 
sir: if you own it to be so, there needs no farther apology. 

Bett. Nay ’faith, madam, ’tis a pleasant one; and worth 
your hearing. Expecting a friend, last night, at his lodgings, 
till twas late; my intimacy with him gave me the freedom 
of his bed: he not coming home all night, a letter was de- 
liver’d to me by a servant, in the morning: upon the perusal 
I found the contents so charming, that I could think of 
nothing all day, but putting ’em in practice ——till just now, 
(the first time I ever look’d upon the superscription) I am the 
most surpriz’d in the world to find it directed to Mr. Vain- 
love. Gad, madam, I ask you a million of pardons, and will 
make you any satisfaction. 

Lat. I am discover’d and either Vainlove is not 
guilty, or he has handsomely excus’d him. [Aside. 

Be.i. You appear concern’d, madam. 

Lar. I hope you are a gentleman;—and since you are 
privy to a weak woman’s failing, won’t turn it to the preju- 
dice of her reputation. You look as if you had more hon- 
our 

Bett. And more love; or my face is a false witness, and 
deserves to be pillory’d. No, by Heav’n, I swear— 
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Lat. Nay, don’t swear if you’d have me believe you; 
but promise—— 

Bett. Well, I promise—a promise is so cold—give me 
leave to swear—by those eyes, those killing eyes; by those 
healing lips. Oh! press the soft charm close to mine,— 
and seal ’em up for ever. 

Lat. Upon that condition. [He kisses her. 

Bett. Eternity was in that moment—one more, upon 
any condition. 

Lar. Nay now I never saw any thing so agreeably 
impudent. [4side.] Won’t you censure me for this, now?— 
but ’tis to buy your silence. [Kiss.] Oh, but what am I 
doing! 

Bett. Doing! No tongue can express it not thy own; 
nor any thing, but thy lips. I am faint with the excess of 
bliss: oh, for love-sake, lead me any whither, where I 
may lye down; quickly, for I’m afraid I shall have a fit. 

Lat. Bless me! What fit? 

Bett. Oh, a convulsion I feel the symptoms. 

Lzr. Does it hold you long? I’m afraid to carry you 
into my chamber. 

Be.i. Oh, no: let me lye down upon the bed; 
will be soon over. 


the fit 


SCENES VIII 
SCENE, St. James’s Park 
ARAMINTA and BELINDA meeting 


Bein. Lard, my dear: I am glad I have met you 
have been at the Exchange since, and am so tir’d— 

Aram. Why, what’s the matter? 

Betty. Oh the most inhumane, barbarous hackney-coach! 
I am jolted to a jelly—am I not horridly touz’d? 

[Pulls out a pocket-glass. 

Aram. Your head’s a little out of order. 

Beun. A little! O frightful! What a furious phyz I 
have! O most rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O gad, I hope no body will 
come this way, ’till I have put my self a little in repair—Ah! 


I 
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my dear—I have seen such unhewn creatures since—ha, ha, 
ha, I can’t for my soul help thinking that I look just like 
one of ’em—good dear, pin this, and I’ll tell you—very well— 
so, thank you my dear but as I was telling you pish, 
this is the untoward’st lock so, as I was telling you 
how d’ye like me now? Hideous, ha? Frightful still? Or how? 

Aram. No, no; you’re very well as can be. 

Bextin. And so—but where did I leave off, my dear? 
I was telling you— 

AraM. You were about to tell me something, child 
but you left off before you began. 

Bein. Oh; a most comical sight: a country squire, with 
the equipage of a wife and two daughters, came to Mrs. 
Snipwel’s shop while I was there—but, oh gad! Two such 
unlick’d cubs! 

Aram. I warrant, plump, cherry-cheek’d country girls. 

Bein. Ay, O my conscience, fat as barn-door fowl: but 
so bedeck’d, you would have taken ’em for Friezland hens, 
with their feathers growing the wrong way——O such out- 
landish creatures! Such Tramontanz, and foreigners to the 
fashion, or any thing in practice! I had not patience to 
behold I undertook the modelling of one of their fronts, 
the more modern structure—— 

Aram. Bless me, cousin; why would you affront any body 
so? They might be gentlewomen of a very good family 

Beuin. Of a very ancient one, I dare swear, by their 
dress affront! Pshaw, how you’re mistaken! The poor 
creature, I warrant, was as full of curtsies, as if I had been 
her godmother: the truth on’t is, I did endeavour to make 
her look like a Christian—and she was sensible of it; for she 
thank’d me, and gave me two apples, piping hot, out of her 
under-petticoat pocket—ha, ha, ha: and t’other did so stare 
and gape—I fansied her like the front of her father’s hall; 
her eyes were the two jut-windows, and her mouth the great 
door, most hospitably kept open, for the entertainment of 
travelling flies. 

Aram. So then; you have been diverted. What did they 


buy? 


58 Congreve’s Comedies [ACT IV 


Bein. Why, the father bought a powder-horn, and an 
almanack, and a comb-case; the mother, a great fruz-towr, 
and a fat amber-necklace; the daughters only tore two pair 
of kid-leather gloves, with trying ’em on oh gad, here 
comes the fool that din’d at my Lady Freelove’s t’other day. 


SCENE IX 
[To them] Str JosePpH and BLUFFE 


Aram. May be he may not know us again. 
Bein. We'll put on our masks to secure his ignorance. 
[They put on their masks. 

Sir Jo. Nay, gad, Pll pick up; I’m resolv’d to make a 
night on’t—I’ll go to Alderman Fondlewife by and by, and 
get 50 pieces more from him. Adslidikins, bully, we’ll wallow 
in wine and women. Why, this same Madera-wine has made 
me as light as a grasshopper—Hist, hist, bully, dost thou 
see those tearers? [Sings.] Look you what here is—look you 
what here 1s Toll—loll—dera—toll—lolli—a _ gad, t’other 
glass of Madera, and I durst have attack’d ’em in my own 
proper person, without your help. 

Biurr. Come on then, knight——But d’ye know what 
to say to’em? 

Sir Jo. Say: pooh, pox, I’ve enough to say never fear 
it that is, if I can but think on’t: truth is, I have but a 
treacherous memory. 

Bein. O frightful! Cousin, what shall we do? These 
things come towards us. 

Aram. No matter—I see Vainlove coming this way. 
and, to confess my failing, I am willing to give him an op- 
portunity of making his peace with me—and to rid me of 
these coxcombs, when I seem opprest with ’em, will be a 
fair one. 

Buiurr. Ladies, by these hilts you are well met. 

Aram. We are afraid not. 

Biurr. What says my pretty little knapsack carrier. 

[To Belinda. 

Betin. O monstrous filthy fellow! Good slovenly Cap- 
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tain Huffe, Bluffe, (what is your hideous name?) be gone: 
you stink of brandy and tobacco, most soldier-like. Foh. 
[Spits. 
Str Jo. Now am I slap-dash down in the mouth, and 
have not one word to say! [Aside. 
Aram. I hope my fool has not confidence enough to be 
troublesome. [Aside. 
Sir Jo. Hem! Pray, madam, which way’s the wind? 
Aram. A pithy question—Have you sent your wits for 
a venture, sir, that you enquire? 
Srr Jo. Nay, now I’m in—I can prattle like a magpye. 
[Aside. 


SCENE X 
[To them] SHARPER and VAINLOVE at some distance 


Beutn. Dear Araminta, I’m tir’d. 

Aram. ’Tis but pulling off our masks, and obliging Vain- 
love to know us. I'll be rid of my fool by fair means 
Well, Sir Joseph, you shall see my face——but, be gone im- 
mediately: I see one that will be jealous, to find me in 
discourse with you be discreet—no reply; but away. 

[Unmasks. 

Sir Jo. The great fortune, that dined at my Lady Free- 

love’s! Sir Joseph, thou art a made man. Agad, I’m in love 


up to the ears. But I’ll be discreet, and husht. [Aside. 
Buurr. Nay, by the world, I'll see your face. 
Be.in. You shall. [Unmasks. 


SHARP. Ladies, your humble servant We were afraid, 
you would not have given us leave to know you. 

Aram. We thought to have been private——But we find 
fools have the same advantage over a face in a mask, that 
a coward has, while the sword is in the scabbard So 
were forced to draw in our own defence. 

Biurr. My blood rises at that fellow: I can’t stay where 
he is; and I must not draw in the park. [To Sir Joseph. 

Sir Jo. I wish I durst stay to let her know my lodg- 
ing 
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SCENE XI 
ARAMINTA, BELINDA, VAINLOVE, SHARPER 


Suarp. There is in true beauty, as in courage, somewhat, 
which narrow souls cannot dare to admire——and see, the 
owls are fled, as at the break of day. 

Bein. Very courtly I believe, Mr. Vainlove has not 
rubb’d his eyes, since break of day neither, he looks as if 
he durst not approach—Nay, come cousin, be friends with 
him I swear he looks so very simply, ha, ha, ha,——Well, 
a lover in the state of separation from his mistress, is like a 
body without a soul. Mr. Vainlove, shall I be bound for 
your good behaviour for the future? 

Vain. Now must I pretend ignorance equal to hers, of 
what she knows as well as I. [4side.] Men are apt to offend 
(‘tis true) where they find most goodness to forgive——But, 
madam, I hope I shall prove of a temper, not to abuse mercy, 
by committing new offences. 

Aram. So cold! [Aside. 

Bern. I have broken the ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and 
so I leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I will take a 
turn, -and laugh at the vulgar—both the great vulgar and 
the small—Oh gad! I have a great passion for Cowley 
Don’t you admire him? 

SHarPp. Oh madam! He was our English Horace. 

Be.in. Ah so fine! So extreamly fine! So every thing 
in the world that I like—oh Lord, walk this way—I see a 
couple, I’ll give you their history. 


SCENE XII 
ARAMINTA, VAINLOVE 


Vain. I find, madam, the formality of the law must be 
observ’d, tho’ the penalty of it be dispens’d with; and an 


offender must plead to his araignment, though he has his 
pardon in his pocket. 
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Aram. I’m amaz’d! This insolence exceeds t’other;— 
whoever has encourag’d you to this assurance—presuming 
upon the easiness of my temper, has much deceiv’d you, and 
so you shall find. 

Vain. Hey day! Which way now? Here’s fine doubling. 

[Aside. 

Aram. Base man! Was it not enough to affront me with 
your sawcy passion? 

Vain. You have given that passion a much kinder epithet 
than sawcy, in another place. 

Aram. Another place! Some villainous design to blast 
my honour—but tho’ thou hadst all the treachery and malice 
of thy sex, thou canst not lay a blemish on my fame——no, 
I have not err’d in one favourable thought of mankind— 
how time might have deceiv’d me in you, I know not; my 
opinion was but young, and your early baseness has pre- 
vented its growing to a wrong belief—unworthy, and un- 
grateful! Be gone, and never see me more. 

Vain. Did I dream? OrdolIdream? Shall I believe my 
eyes, or ears? The vision is here still your passion, 
madam, will admit of no farther reasoning But here’s a 
silent witness of your acquaintance. 

[Takes out the letter, and offers tt: she snatches it, and 
throws it away. 

Aram. There’s poison in every thing you touch—blisters 
will follow 

Vain. That tongue, which denies what the hands have 
done. 

Aram. Still mystically senseless, and impudent—I find 
I must leave the place. 

Vain. No, madam, I’m gone—she knows her name’s to 
it, which she will be unwilling to expose to the censure of the 
first finder. 

Aram. Woman’s obstinacy made me blind, to what 
woman’s curiosity now tempts me to see. 

[Takes up the letter. 
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SCENE XIII 
BELINDA, SHARPER 


Bein. Nay, we have spared no body, I swear. Mr. 
Sharper, you’re a pure man; where did you get this excellent 
talent of railing? 

Suarp. Faith, madam, the talent was born with me:— 
I confess, I have taken care to improve it; to qualifie me for 
the society of ladies. 

Beuin. Nay, sure railing is the best qualification in a 
woman’s man. 


SCENE XIV 
[To them] FooTMaN 


Suarp. The second best, indeed I think. 

Bein. How now, Pace? Where’s my cousin? 

Foor. She’s not very well, madam, and has sent to know, 
if your ladyship would have the coach come again for you? 

Bein. O Lord, no, Pll go along with her. Come, Mr. 
Sharper. 


SCENE XV 
“SCENE, 4 chamber in FonpLEewiFe’s house 


Latitia and BELLMoUR, his cloak, hat, &c. lying loose about 
the chamber. 

Betit. Here’s no body, nor no noise——’twas nothing 
but your fears. 

Lat. I durst have sworn, I had heard my monster’s 
voice——I swear, I was heartily frightned feel how my 
heart beats. 

Bett. ’Tis an alarm to love—Come in again, and let 


us 
Fonp. [Without.] Cocky, Cocky, where are you Cocky? 
I’m come home. 
eee Ah! There he is. Make haste, gather up your 
things. 
Fonp. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. 
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Bett. Pox choak him, would his horns were in his throat. 

My patch, my patch. 
[Looking about, and gathering up his things. 

Lat. My jewel, art thou there? No matter for your 
patch—You s’an’t tum in, Nykin Run into my chamber, 
quickly, quickly. You s’an’t tum in. 

Fonp. Nay, prithee, dear, ifeck I’m in haste. 

Lat. Then [ll let you in. [Opens the door. 


SCENE XVI 
Latitia, FoNDLEWIFE, SIR JOSEPH 


Fonp. Kiss, dear I met the master of the ship by 
the way—and I must have my papers of accounts out of your 
cabinet. 

Lat. Oh, I’m undone. [ Aside. 

Sir Jo. Pray, first let me have sol. good Alderman, for 
I’m in haste. 

Fonp. A hundred has already been paid, by your order. 
Fifty? I have the sum ready in gold, in my closet. 


SCENE XVII 
Latitia, Sir JosEPH 

Sir Jo. Agad, it’s a curious, fine, pretty rogue; I’ll speak . 
to her—pray, madam, what news d’ye hear? 

Lar. Sir, I seldom stir abroad. [Walks about in disorder. 

Sir Jo. I wonder at that, madam, for ’tis most curious 
fine weather. 

Lat. Methinks ’thas been very ill weather. 

Sir Jo. As you say, madam, ’tis pretty bad weather, and 
has been so a great while. 


SCENE XVIII 


[To them] FoNDLEWIFE 


Fonp. Here are fifty pieces in this purse, Sir Joseph— 
if you will tarry a moment, ’till I fetch my papers, Pll wait 
upon you down stairs. 
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Lar. Ruin’d, past redemption! What shall I do—ha! 
this fool may be of use. [A4side.] [As Fondlewife zs going into 
the chamber, she runs to Sir Joseph, almost pushes him down, 
and cries out.| Stand off, rude rufhan. Help me, my dear 
O bless me! Why will you leave me alone with such a 
satyr. 

ee Bless us! What’s the matter? What’s the matter? 

Lat. Your back was no sooner turn’d; but like a lion, 
he came open mouth’d upon me, and would have ravished a 
kiss from me by main force. 

Sir Jo. O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your wife 
mad, Alderman? 

Lat. Oh! I’m sick with the fright; won’t you take him 
out of my sight? 

Fonp. Oh traitor! I’m astonished. Oh bloody-minded 
traitor! 

Sir Jo. Hey-day! Traitor your self—by the Lord Harry, 
I was in most danger of being ravish’d, if you go to that. 

Fonp. Oh, how the blasphemous wretch swears! Out 
of my house, thou son of the whore of Babylon; off-spring of 
Bell and the Dragon Bless us! Ravish my wife! my 
Dinah! Oh Shechemite! Be gone I say. 

Sir-Jo. Why, the devil’s in the people, I think. 


SCENE XIX 
Latitia, FoNDLEWIFE 


Lat. Oh! won’t you follow, and see him out of doors, my 
dear? 

Fonp. I'll shut this door, to secure him from coming 
back—give me the key of your cabinet, Cocky—ravish my 
wife before my face! I warrant he’s a papist in his heart, at 
least, if not a French-man. 

Lar. What can I do now! [4side.] Oh! my dear, I 
have been in such a fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 
Mr. Spintext has a sad fit of the cholick, and is forced to lye 
down upon our bed you'll disturb him; I can tread soft- 
lier. 
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Fonp. Alack poor man—no, no——you don’t know the 
papers—I won’t disturb him; give me the key. 

[She gives him the key, goes to the chamber door, and speaks 

aloud. 

Lat. ’Tis no body but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spintext, 

lye still on your stomach; lying on your stomach, will ease 

you of the cholick. 
Fonp. Ay, ay, lie still, lie still; don’t let me disturb you. 


SCE NEOX 


LatITIA, alone 


Lar. Sure, when he does not see his face, he won’t dis- 
cover him. Dear fortune, help me but this once, and I'll 
never run in thy debt again—but this opportunity is the 
devil. 

SCENE XXI 


FoNDLEWIFE returns with papers 


Fonp. Good lack! good lack! I profess, the poor man 
is in great torment, he lies as flat dear, you should heat a 
trencher, or a napkin—where’s Deborah? Let her clap some 
warm thing to his stomach, or chafe it with a warm hand, 
rather than fail. What book’s this? 

[Sees the book that Bellmour forgot. 

Lat. Mr. Spintext’s prayer-book, dear pray Heav’n 
it be a prayer-book. [Aside. 

Fonp. Good man! I warrant he dropped it on purpose, 
that you might take it up, and read some of the pious ejacu- 
lations [Taking up the book.]| O bless me! O monstrous! 
A prayer-book? Ay, this is the devil’s pater-noster. Hold, 
let me see; The Innocent Adultery. 

Lzt. Misfortune! now all’s ruin’d again. [Aside. 

Bett. [Peeping.] Damn’d chance! If I had gone a 
whoring with the Practice of Piety in my pocket, I had never 
been discover’d. 

Fonp. Adultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here’s doc- 
trine! Ay, here’s discipline! 
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Lar. Dear husband, I’m amaz’d: sure it is a good 
book, and only tends to the speculation of sin. 

Fonp. Speculation! No, no; something went farther than 
speculation when I was not to be let in where is this 
apocryphal elder? T’ll ferret him. 

Lar. I’m so distracted, I can’t think of a lie. [Aside. 


SCENE XXII 
Latitia, and FonpLEwir< haling out BELLMOUR 


Fonp. Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate 
how now! Who have we here? 

Lari Ha! [Shrieks, as surpriz d. 

Fonp. Oh, thou salacious woman! Am I then brutified? 
Ay, I feel it here; I sprout, I bud, I blossom, I am ripe-horn- 
mad. But who in the devil’s name are you? Mercy on me 
for swearing. But— 

Lat. Oh, goodness keep us! Who’s this? Who are you? 
What are you? 

BELL. Soh. 

Lat. In the name of the—O! good, my dear, don’t come 
near it, I’m afraid ’tis the devil; indeed it has hoofs, dear. 

Fonp. Indeed, and I have horns, dear. The devil, no, I 
am afraid, ’tis the flesh, thou harlot. Dear, with the pox. 
Come syren, speak, confess, who is this reverend, brawny 
pastor? 

Lar. Indeed, and indeed now my dear Nykin——I never 
saw this wicked man before. 

Fonp. Oh, it is a man then, it seems. 

Lat. Rather, sure it is a wolf in the cloathing of a 
sheep. 

Fonp. Thou art a devil in his proper cloathing, womans 
~ flesh. What, you know nothing of him, but his fleece here!— 
You don’t love mutton?—you Magdalen unconverted. 

Beiy. Well, now, I know my cue that is, very honour- 
ably to excuse her, and very impudently accuse my self. 

4 [Aside. 

Lat. Why then, I wish I may never enter into the 


who, 
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heav’n of your embraces again, my dear, if ever I saw his 
face before. 

: Fonp. O Lord! O strange! I am in admiration of your 
impudence. Look at him a little better; he is more modest, 
I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, were you two never 
face to face before? Speak. 

Bey. Since all artifice is vain—and I think my self 
obliged to speak the truth in justice to your wife——no. 

Fonp. Humph. 

Lat. No, indeed dear: 

Fonp. Nay I find you are both in a story; that I must 
confess. But, what not to be cured of the cholick? Don’t 
you know your patient, Mrs. Quack? Oh, lye upon your 
stomach; lying upon your stomach will cure you of the 
cholick. Ah! Answer me, Jezabel! 

Lar. Let the wicked man answer for himself; does he 
think that I have nothing to do but excuse him; ’tis enough, 
if I can clear my own innocence to my own dear. 

Bett. By my troth, and so ’tis I have been a little 
too backward, that’s the truth on’t. 

Fonp. Come, sir, who are you, in the first place? And 
what are you? 

Beit. A whore-master. 

Fonp. Very concise. 

Lat. A beastly, impudent creature. 

Fonp. Well sir, and what came you hither for? 

Bett. To lye with your wife. 

Fonp. Good again—a very civil person this, and I be- 
lieve speaks truth. 

Lat. Oh, insupportable impudence! 

Fonp. Well, sir, pray be cover’d and you have— 
heh! You have finish’d the matter, heh? And I am, as I 
should be, a sort of a civil perquisite to a whore-master, 
call’d a cuckold, heh. Is it not so? Come, I’m inclining to 
believe every word you say. 

Bett. Why, faith I must confess, so I design’d you 
but, you were a little unlucky in coming so soon, and hindred 
the making of your own fortune. 
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Fonp. Humph. Nay, if you mince the matter once, and 
go back of your word; you are not the person I took you for. 
Come, come, go on boldly: what, don’t be asham’d of your 
profession confess, confess, I shall love thee the better 
for’t I shall, ifeck What, dost think I don’t know 
how to behave my self in the employment of a cuckold, and 
have been three years apprentice to matrimony? Come, 
come, plain-dealing is a jewel. 

Beti. Well, since I see thou art a good honest fellow, 
I'll confess the whole matter to thee. 

Fonp. Oh, I am a very honest fellow: 
with an honester man’s wife in your life. 

Lat. How my heart akes! All my comfort lies in his 
impudence, and Heaven be prais’d, he has a considerable 
portion. [A side. 

Bev. In short then, I was inform’d of the opportunity 
of your absence, by my spy, (for faith, honest Isaac, I have 
a long time design’d thee this favour) I knew Spintext was 
to come by your direction. But I laid a trap for him, and 
procured his habit; in which, I pass’d upon your servants, 
and was conducted hither. I pretended a fit of the cholick, 
to excuse my lying down upon your bed; hoping that when 
she heard of it, her good nature would bring her to administer 
remedies for my distemper. You know what might have 
follow’d. But like an uncivil person, you knock’d at the 
door, before your wife was come to me. 

Fonp. Ha! This is apocryphal; I may chuse whether I 
will believe it or no. 

Bett. That you may, faith, and I hope you won’t be- 
lieve a word on’t—But I can’t help telling the truth, for my 
life. 

Fonp. How! wou’d not you have me believe you, say you? 

Bett. No; for then you must of consequence part with 
your wife, and there will be some hopes of having her upon 
the publick; then the encouragement of a separate main- 
tenance 

Fonp. No, no; for that matter, when she and I part, 
she’ll carry her separate maintenance about her. 


You never lay 
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Lar. Ah, cruel dear, how can you be so barbarous? 
You'll break my heart, if you talk of parting. [Cries. 

Fonp. Ah, dissembling vermin! 

Bett. How can’st thou be so cruel, Isaac? Thou hast 
the heart of a mountain-tyger. By the faith of a sincere 
sinner, she’s innocent for me. Go to him, madam, fling your 
snowy arms about his stubborn neck; bath his relentless face 
in your salt trickling tears.— 

[She goes and hangs upon his neck, and kisses him. Bell- 

mour kisses her hand behind Fondlewife’s back. 
So, a few soft words, and a kiss, and the good man melts. 
See how kind nature works, and boils-over in him. 

Lat. Indeed, my dear, I was but just come down stairs, 
when you knock’d at the door; and the maid told me Mr. 
Spintext was ill of the cholick, upon our bed. And won’t 
you speak to me, cruel Nykin? Indeed, I'll die, if you 
don’t. 

Fonp. Ah! No, no, I cannot speak, my heart’s so full 
I have been a tender husband, a tender yoke-fellow; you know 


I have but thou hast been a faithless Dalilah, and the 
Philistines—heh! Art thou not vile and unclean, heh? 
Speak. [Weeping. 
Lat. No-h. [Sighing. 
Fonp. Oh, that I could believe thee! 
Lar. Oh, my heart will break. [Seeming to faint. 


Fonp. Heh, how! No, stay, stay, I will believe thee, I 
will. Pray bend her forward, sir. 

Lar. Oh! Oh! Where is my dear? 

Fonp. Here, here; I do believe thee. 
my own eyes. 

Bett. For my part, I am so charm’d with the love of 
your turtle to you, that I’ll go and sollicit matrimony with 
all my might and main. 

Fonp. Well, well, sir; as long as I believe it, ’tis well 
enough. No thanks to you, sir, for her vertue.—But, [ll 
show you the way out of my house, if you please. Come, my 
dear. Nay, I will believe thee, I do, i’feck. 


I won’t believe 
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Bett. See the great blessing of an easie faith; opinion 
cannot err. 
No husband, by his wife, can be deceiv’d; 
She still is vertuous, if she’s so believ’d. 


[End of the Fourth Act.] 


ACT: 


SCENE I, The Street 
BeLLMourR in fanatick habit, SETTER, HEARTWELL, Lucy 


Be... Setter! Well encounter’d. 

SETTER. Joy of your return, sir. Have you made a good 
voyage? or have you brought your own lading back? 

Bett. No, I have brought nothing but ballast back— 
made a delicious voyage, Setter; and might have rode at 
anchor in the port ’till this time, but the enemy surpriz’d us— 
I would unrig. 

SETTER. I attend you, sir. 

Bett. Ha! Is not that Heartwell at Silvia’s door? Be 
gone quickly, I’ll follow you:—I would not be known. Pox 
take ’em, they stand just in my way. 


SCENE II 
BELLMour, HEarTWELL, Lucy 


Heart. I’m impatient ’till it be done. 

Lucy. That may be, without troubling your self to go 
again for your brother’s chaplain. Don’t you see that stalk- 
ing form of godliness? 

Heart. O ay; he’s a fanatick. 

Lucy. An executioner qualified to do your business. He 
has been lawfully ordain’d. 
ke at [ll pay him well, if you’ll break the matter to 

im. 


Lucy. I warrant you—Do you go and prepare your 
bride. 
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SO ENE EE 
BELLMouR, Lucy 


Bett. Humph, sits the wind there?—What a lucky rogue 
am I! Oh, what sport will be here, if I can persuade this 
wench to secresie? 

Lucy. Sir: reverend sir. 

Bett. Madam. [Discovers himself. 

Lucy. Now, goodness have mercy upon me! Mr. Bell- 
mour! is it you? 

Bett. Even I. What dost think? 

Lucy. Think! That I shou’d not believe my eyes, and 
that you are not what you seem to be. 

Bett. True. But to convince thee who I am, thou 
know’st my old token. [Kisses her. 

Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O lard! I believe you are a 
parson in good earnest, you kiss so devoutly. 

Bett. Well, your business with me, Lucy? 

Lucy. I had none, but through mistake. 

Bett. Which mistake you must go thorough with, 
Lucy come, I know the intrigue between Heartwell and 
your mistress; and you mistook me for Tribulation Spintext, 
to marry *em—ha? Are matters in this posture?—Con- 
fess: come, I'll be faithful; I will ifaith. What, 
diffide in me Lucy? 

Lucy. Alas-a-day! You and Mr. Vainlove, between you, 
have ruin’d my poor mistress; you have made a gap in her 
reputation; and can you blame her if she make it up with a 
husband? 

Beti. Well, is it as I say? 

Lucy. Well, it is then: but you'll be secret? 

Bett. Phuh, secret, ay: And to be out of thy debt, 
V'll trust thee with another secret. Your mistress must not 
marry Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How! O Lord! 

Bett. Nay, don’t be in passion, Lucy: T’ll provide a 
fitter husband for her. Come, here’s earnest of my good 
intentions for thee too; let this mollifie. [Gives her mony. 
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Look you, Heartwell is my friend; and tho’ he be blind, I 
must not see him fall into the snare, and unwittingly marry 
a whore. 

Lucy. Whore! I’d have you to know my mistress 
scorns 

Bett. Nay, nay: look you, Lucy; there are whores of 
as good quality.—But to the purpose, if you will give me 
leave to acquaint you with it. Do you carry on the mis- 
take of me: I’ll marry ’°em.—Nay, don’t pause; if you 
do, Ill spoil all. I have some private reasons for what 
I do, which I’ll tell you within.—In the mean time, I prom- 
ise, and rely upon me, to help your mistress to a 
husband: nay, and thee too, Lucy.—Here’s my hand, I will; 
with a fresh assurance. [Gives her more mony. 

Lucy. Ah, the devil is not so cunning. You know my 
easie nature. Well, for once I’ll venture to serve you; 
but if you do deceive me, the curse of all kind, tender-hearted 
women light upon you. 

Beit. That’s as muchas to say, the pox take me.—Well, 
lead on. 


SCENE IV 
VAINLOVE, SHARPER, and SETTER 


SHARP. Just now, say you, gone in with Lucy? 

SETTER. I saw him, sir, and stood at the corner where you 
found me, and overheard all they said: Mr. Bellmour is to 
marry ’em. 

SHarp. Ha, ha; twill be a pleasant cheat,—I’ll plague 
Heartwell when I see him. Prithee Frank, let’s teaze him; 
make him fret ’till he foam at the mouth, and disgorge his 
matrimonial oath with interest come, thou’rt musty——— 

SETTER. [To Sharper.] Sir, a word with you. [Whispers him. 

Vain. Sharper swears she has forsworn the letter—I’m 
sure he tells me truth;—but I am not sure she told him 
truth: yet she was unaffectedly concern’d, he says; and 
often blush’d with anger and surprize: And so I remem- 
ber in the park. She had reason, if I wrong her—I begin 
to doubt. 
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SHARP. Say’st thou so! 

SETTER. ‘This afternoon, sir, about an hour before my 
master receiv’d the letter. 

SHarp. In my conscience, like enough. 

SETTER. Ay, I know her, sir; at least, I’m sure I can fish 
it out of her: she’s the very sluce to her lady’s secrets: 
*tis but setting her mill a going, and I can drein her of ’em all. 

SHARP. Here, Frank, your blood-hound has made out the 
fault: this letter; that so sticks in thy maw, is counterfeit; 
only a trick of Silvia in revenge, contriv’d by Lucy. 

Vain. Ha! It has a colour but how do you know it, 
sirrah? 

SETTER. Ido suspect as much;—because why, sir, She 
was pumping me about how your worship’s affairs stood to- 
wards Madam Araminta; as, when you had seen her last? 
when you were to see her next? and, where you were to be 
found at that time? and such like. 

Vain. And where did you tell her? 

SETTER. In the piazza. 

Vain. There I receiv’d the letter it must be so 
and why did you not find me out, to tell me this before, sot? 

SETTER. Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmour. 

SHarp. You were well employ’d: I think there is no 
objection to the excuse. 

Vain. Pox o’my sawcy credulity If I have lost her, 
I deserve it. But if confession and repentance be of force, 
T’ll win her, or weary her into a forgiveness. 

SHarp. Methinks I long to see Bellmour come forth. 


SCENE V 
SHARPER, BELLMOUR, SETTER 


Setrer. Talk of the devil see where he comes. 

SHarp. Hugging himself in his prosperous mischief- 
no real fanatick can look better pleas’d after a successful — 
sermon of sedition. 

Be.i. Sharper! Fortifie thy spleen: such a jest! Speak 
when thou art ready. 
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SHarp. Now, were I ill-natur’d, would I utterly disap- 
point thy mirth: hear thee tell thy mighty jest, with as much 
gravity as a bishop hears venereal causes in the spiritual 
court: not so much as wrinkle my face with one smile; but 
let thee look simply, and laugh by thy self. 

Beti. P’shaw, no; I have a better opinion of thy wit— 
gad, I defie thee.— 

SHarp. Were it not loss of time, you should make the 
experiment. But honest Setter, here, over-heard you with 
Lucy, and has told me all. 

Beit. Nay then, I thank thee for not putting me out of 
countenance. But, to tell you something you don’t know— 
I got an opportunity (after I had marry’d ’em) of discovering 
the cheat to Silvia. She took it at first, as another woman 
would the like disappointment; but my promise to make her 
amends quickly with another husband, somewhat pacify’d 
her. 

SHARP. But how the devil do you think to acquit your 
self of your promise? Will you marry her your self? 

Bett. I have no such intentions at present prithee, 
wilt thou think a little for me? I am sure the ingenious Mr. 
Setter will assist. 

SETTER. O Lord, sir! 

Bet. [ll leave him with you, and go shift my habit. 


SCENE VI 
SHARPER, SETTER, SIR JosEPH, and BLUFFE 


SHARP. Heh! sure, fortune has sent this fool hither on 
purpose. Setter, stand close; seem not to observe ’em; and, 
hark-ye [Whispers. 

Buiurr. Fear him not I am prepar’d for him now; 
and he shall find he might have safer rouz’d a sleeping lion. 

Sir Jo. Hush, hush: Don’t you see him? 

Buiurr. Shew him to me. Where is he? 

Sir Jo. Nay, don’t speak so loud I don’t jest, as I 
did a little while ago—Look yonder—a-gad, if he should hear 
the lion roar, he’d cudgel him into an ass, and his primitive 
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braying. Don’t you remember the story in Zsop’s Fables, 
bully? A-gad, there are good morals to be pick’d out of 
4sop’s Fables, let me tell you that; and Reynard the Fox too. 

Biurr. Damn your morals. 

Sir Jo. Prithee, don’t speak so loud. 

Biurr. Damn your morals; I must revenge th’affront 
done to my honour. [In a low voice. 

Sir Jo. Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting—you 
may dispose of your own flesh as you think fitting, d’ye 
see: But by the Lord Harry, I’ll leave you. 

[Stealing away upon his tip-toes. 

Biurr. Prodigious! What, will you forsake your friend 
in extremity! You can’t in honour refuse to carry him a 
challenge. [Almost whispering, and treading softly after him. 

Sir Jo. Prithee, what do you see in my face, that looks 
as if I would carry a challenge? Honour is your province, 
Captain; take it all the world know me to be a knight, 
and a man of worship. 

SETTER. I warrant you, sir, I’m instructed. 

SHarp. Impossible! Araminta, take a liking to a fool! 

[Aloud. 

SETTER. Her head runs on nothing else, nor she can talk 
of nothing else. 

SHARP. I know she commended him all the while we were 
in the park; but I thought it had been only to make Vainlove 
jealous. 

Sir Jo. How’s this! Good bully, hold your breath, and 
let’s hearken. A-gad, this must be I. 

SHarp. Death, it can’t be.—An oaf, an ideot, a wittal. 

Sir Jo. Ay, now it’s out; ’tis I, my own individual person. 

SHarp. A wretch, that has flown for shelter to the lowest 
shrub of mankind, and seeks protection from a blasted 
coward. 

Sir Jo. That’s you, bully, back. 

[Bluffe frowns upon Sir Joseph. 

SHarp. She has given Vainlove her promise, to marry 
him before to morrow morning. Has she not? [To Setter. 

SETTER. She has, sir; and I have it in charge to at- 
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tend her all this evening, in order to conduct her to the place 
appointed. 

SHarp. Well, I’ll go and inform your master; and do you 
press her to make all the haste imaginable. 


SCENE VII 
SETTER, SIR JOSEPH, BLUFFE 


Setrer. Were I a rogue now, what a noble prize could I 
dispose of! A goodly pinnace, richly laden, and to launch 
forth under my auspicious convoy. Twelve thousand pounds, 
and all her rigging; besides what lies conceal’d under 
hatches.—Ha! All this committed to my care!—Avaunt 
temptation. Setter, shew thy self a person of worth; be 
true to thy trust, and be reputed honest. Reputed honest! 
Hum: is that all? Ay: for to be honest is nothing; the reputa- 
tion of it is all. Reputation! what have such poor rogues as 
I to do with reputation? ’tis above us; and for men of quality, 
they are above it; so that reputation is e’en as foolish a thing 
as honesty. And for my part, if I meet Sir Joseph with a 
purse of gold in his hand, Ill dispose of mine to the best 
advantage. 

Str Jo. Heh, heh, heh: Here ’tis for you, i’faith, Mr. 
Setter. Nay, I’ll take you at your word. [Chinking a purse. 

SETTER. Sir Joseph and the captain too! undone, undone! 
I’m undone, my master’s undone, my lady’s undone, and all 
the business is undone. 

Str Jo. No, no, never fear, man, the lady’s business shall 
be done. What—come, Mr. Setter, I have over-heard all, 
and to speak, is but loss of time; but if there be occasion, let 
these worthy gentlemen intercede forme. _— [Gives him gold. 

SETTER. O Lord, sir, what d’ye mean? Corrupt my hon- 
esty. They have indeed very persuading faces. But 

Sir Jo. ’Tis too little, there’s more, man. There, take 
now 

SeTrer. Well, Sir Joseph, you have such a winning way 
with you 

sir Jo. And how, and how, good Setter, did the little 


all 
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rogue look, when she talk’d of Sir Joseph? Did not her eyes 
twinkle, and her mouth water? Did not she pull up her little 
bubbies? And a-gad, I’m so overjoy’d—And stroke down 
her belly? and then step aside to tie her garter, when she was 
thinking of her love? Heh, Setter! 

SETTER. Oh, yes, sir. 

Sir Jo. How now, bully? What, melancholy, because I’m 
in the lady’s favour?—No matter, I’ll make your peace—— 
I know they were a little smart upon you—but I warrant, I’ll 
bring you into the lady’s good graces. 

Biurr. P’shaw, I have petitions to show, from other- 
guess toys than she. Look here; these were sent me this 
morning: there, read, [Shows letters.] that that’s a 
scrawl of quality. Here, here’s from a countess too. Hum— 
No, hold—that’s from a knight’s wife, she sent it me by her 
husband But here, both these are from persons of great 
quality. 

Sir Jo. They are either from persons of great quality 
or no quality at all, ’tis such a damn’d ugly hand. 

[While Sir Joseph reads, Bluffe whispers Setter. 

SETTER. Captain, I would do any thing to serve you; 
but this is so difficult 

Biurr. Not at all. Don’t I know him? 

SETTER. You'll remember the conditions? 

BiurF. I'll give’t you under my hand—in the mean time, 
here’s earnest. [Gives him mony.] Come knight, I’m 
capitulating with Mr. Setter for you. 

Sir Jo. Ah, honest Setter; Sirrah, Ill give thee any 
thing but a night’s lodging. 


SCENE VIII 
SHARPER tugging in HEARTWELL 
SHarpP. Nay, prithee leave railing, and come along with 
me: may be she mayn’t be within. *Tis but to yond’ corner- 
house. 


Heart. Whither? Whither? Which corner-house? 
SHarp. Why, there: the two white posts. 
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Heart. And who would you visit there, say you? (O’ons, 
how my heart akes.) 

SHarp. P’shaw, thou’rt so troublesome and inquisi- 
tive why, I’ll tell you; "Tis a young creature that Vain- 
love debauch’d, and has forsaken. Did you never hear 
Bellmour chide him about Silvia? 

Heart. Death, and hell, and marriage! My wife! [4side. 

SHarp. Why thou art as musty as a new marry’d man, 
that had found his wife knowing the first night. 

Heart. Hell, and the devil! Does he know it? But, 
hold if he should not, I were a fool to discover it Vil 
dissemble, and try him. [A4side.] Ha, ha, ha. Why, Tom. 
Is that such an occasion of melancholy? Is it such an un- 
common mischief? 

SHarp. No, faith; I believe not. Few women, but 
have their year of probation, before they are cloister’d in 
the narrow joys of wedlock. But, prithee come along with 
me, or I’ll go and have the lady to my self. B’w’y George. 

[Going. 

Heart. O torture! How he racks and tears me! 
Death! Shall I own my shame, or wittingly let him go and 
whore my wife? No, that’s insupportable——oh, Sharper! 

SHarp. How now? 

Heart. Oh, I am—marry’d. 

SHARP. (Now hold spleen.) Marry’d! 

Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry’d. 

SHarP. Heav’n forbid, man! How long? 

Heart. Oh, an age, an age! I have been marry’d these 
two hours. 

SHarp. My old batchelor marry’d! That were a jest. 
Ha; ha; ha. 

Heart. Death! D’ye mock me? Heark ye, if either you 
esteem my friendship, or your own safety—come not near 
that house that corner-house—that hot brothel. Ask no 
questions. 


SHarp. Mad, by this light. 


Thus grief still treads upon the heels of pleasure: 
Marry’d in haste, we may repent at leisure. 
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SCENE Ix 
SHARPER, SETTER 


SETTER. Some by experience find those words misplac’d: 
At leisure marry’d, they repent in haste. 
As I suppose my Master Heartwell. 

SHarp. Here again, my Mercury! 

SETTER. Sublimate, if you please, sir: I think my atchieve- 
ments do deserve the epithet—Mercury was a pimp too, but, 
though I blush to own it, at this time, I must confess I am 
somewhat fall’n from the dignity of my function, and do 
condescend to be scandalously imploy’d in the promotion of 
vulgar matrimony. 

SHARPER. As how, dear dexterous Pimp? 

SETTER. Why, to be brief, for I have weighty affairs de- 
pending—our stratagem succeeded as you intended—Bluffe 
turns errant traitor; bribes me, to make a private conveyance 
of the lady to him, and put a shame-settlement upon Sir 
Joseph. 

SHARPER. O rogue! Well, but I hope— 

Setrer. No, no; never fear me, sir—I privately inform’d 
the knight of the treachery; who has agreed, seemingly to be 
cheated, that the captain may be so in reality. 

SHarp. Where’s the bride? 

SETTER. Shifting cloaths for the purpose, at a friend’s 
house of mine. Here’s company coming; if you'll walk this 
way, sir, [’ll tell you. 


SCENE xX 
Betitmour, BELINDA, ARAMINTA, and VAINLOVE 


Vain. Oh, ’twas frenzy all: cannot you forgive it?—Men 
in madness have a title to your pity. [To Araminta. 

ARAM. Which they forfeit, when they are restor’d to 
their senses. 

Vain. I am not presuming beyond a pardon. 

Aram. You who cou’d reproach me with one counterfeit, 
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how insolent would a real pardon make you! But there’s 
no need to forgive what is not worth my anger. 

Bein. O my conscience, I cou’d find in my heart to 
marry thee, purely to be rid of thee at least, thou art so 
troublesome a lover, there’s hopes thou’It make a more than 
ordinary quiet husband. [To Bellmour. 

Bett. Say you so? Is that a maxim among ye? 

Bein. Yes: you fluttering men of the mode have made 
marriage a meer French dish. 

Bett. I hope there’s no French sawce. [Aside. 

Bein. You are so curious in the preparation, that is, 
your courtship, one wou’d think you meant a noble enter- 
tainment but when we come to feed, ’tis all froth, and 
poor, but in show. Nay, often, only remains, which have 
been I know not how many times warm’d for other company, 
and at last serv’d up cold to the wife. 

Bett. That were a miserable wretch indeed, who could 
not afford one warm dish for the wife of his bosom but 
you timorous virgins form a dreadful chimera of a husband, 
as of a creature contrary to that soft, humble, pliant, easie 
thing, a lover; so guess at plagues in matrimony, in opposi- 
tion to the pleasures of courtship. Alas! courtship to mar- 
riage, is but as the musick in the play-house, ’till the curtain’s 
drawn; but that once up, then opens the scene of pleasure. 

Be.in. Oh, foh—no: rather, courtship to marriage, as a 
very witty prologue to a very dull play. 


SCENE XI 


[To them] SHARPER 


SHARPER. Hist,—Bellmour: if you’ll bring the ladies, 
make haste to Silvia’s lodgings, before Heartwell has fretted 
himself out of breath. 

Bett. You have an opportunity now, madam, to revenge 
your self upon Heartwell, for affronting your squirrel. 

; [To Belinda. 


Bein. O the filthy rude beast. 
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Aram. ’Tis a lasting quarrel: I think he has never been 
at our house since. 

Bey. But give your selves the trouble to walk to that 
corner-house, and I'll tell you by the way what may divert 
and surprize you. 


SCENE. XI] 
SCENE, Silvia’s lodgings 
HEARTWELL and Boy 


Heart. Gone forth, say you, with her maid! 

Boy. There was a man too that fetch’d ’em out—Setter, 
I think they call’d him. 

Heart. So-h that precious pimp too—damn’d, damn’d 
strumpet? Cou’d she not contain her self on her wedding 
day! Not hold out ’till night! O cursed state! How 
wide we err, when apprehensive of the load of life! 


We hope to find 

That help which nature meant in woman-kind, 
To man that supplemental self design’d; 

But proves a burning caustick when apply’d, 
And Adam, sure, cou’d with more ease abide 
The bone when broken, than when made a bride. 


SCENE XIII 
[To him] BeELttMour, BELINDA, VAINLOVE, ARAMINTA 


Bett. Now George, what rhyming! I thought the chimes: 
of verse were past, when once the doleful marriage knell was 
rung. 

Heart. Shame and confusion. I am exposed. 

[Vainlove and Araminta talk a-part. 

Be.in. Joy, joy Mr. Bridegroom; I give you joy sir. 

Heart. Tis not in thy nature to give me joy—a woman 
can as soon give immortality. 

Beuin. Ha, ha, ha, O gad, men grow such clowns when 


they are marry’d. aici 
Bett. That they are fit for no company but their wives. 
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Bein. - Nor for them neither, in a little time——I swear, 
at the month’s end, you shall hardly find a marry’d man, 
that will do a civil thing to his wife, or say a civil thing to 
any body else. How he looks already. Ha, ha, ha. 

Bevel. "Ha, hayhares : 

Heart. Death, am I made your laughing-stock? For 
you, sir, I shall find a time; but take off your wasp here, or 
the clown may grow boistrous, I have a fly-flap. 

Beuin. You have occasion for’t, your wife has been blown 
upon. 

Bett. That’s home. 

Heart. Not fiends or furies could have added to my 
vexation, or any thing, but another woman you’ve rack’d 
my patience; be gone, or by 

Bett. Hold, hold. What the devil, thou wilt not draw 
upon a woman! 

Vain. What’s the matter? 

Aram. Bless me! What have you done to him? 

Betin. Only touch’d a gall’d-beast ’till he winch’d. 

Vain. Bellmour, give it over; you vex him too much; 
*tis all serious to him. 

Bein. Nay, I swear, I begin to pity him, my self. 

Heart. Damn your pity—but let me be calm a little 
how have I deserv’d this of you? Any of ye? Sir, have I 
impair’d the honour of your house, promis’d your sister mar- 
riage, and whor’d her? Wherein have I injur’d you? Did 
I bring a physician to your father when he lay expiring, and 
endeavour to prolong his life, and you one and twenty? 
Madam, have I had an opportunity with you and bauk’d it? 
Did you ever offer me the favour that I refus’d it? Or 

Bertin. Oh foh! What does the filthy fellow mean? 
Lard, let me be gone. 

Aram. Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough 
serv'd. 

Beir. This is a little scurrilous tho’. 

Vain. Nay, ’tis a sore of your own scratching—well 
George,— 

Hearr. You are the principal cause of all my present 
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ills. If Silvia had not been your mistress, my wife might 
have been honest. 

Vain. And if Silvia had not been your wife, my mistress 
might have been just—there, we are even but have a 
good heart, I heard of your misfortune, and come to your 
relief. 

Heart. When execution’s over, you offer a reprieve. 

Vain. What would you give? 

Heart. Oh! any thing, every thing, a leg or two, or an 
arm; nay, I would be divorced from my virility, to be divorced 
from my wife. 


SCENE XIV 
[To them] SHARPER 


Vain. Faith, that’s a sure way—But here’s one can sell 
you freedom better cheap. 

SuHarp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a godfather to 
you, yonder. I have promised and vow’d some things in 
your name, which [| think you are bound to perform. 

Vain. No signing to a blank, friend. 

Suarp. No, I’ll deal fairly with you—’Tis a full and free 
discharge to Sir Joseph Wittol and Captain Bluffe; for all 
injuries whatsoever, done unto you by them, until the present 
date heréof- how say you? 

Vain. Agreed. 

SHarp. Then, let me beg these ladies to wear their masks, 
amoment. Come in gentlemen and ladies. 

Heart. What the devil’s all this to me? 

Vain. Patience. 


SCENE the Last 
[To them] Sir Joseru, Biurre, Sirvia, Lucy, SETTER 
Buurr. All injuries whatsoever, Mr. Sharper. 
Sir Jo. Ay, ay, whatsoever, Captain, stick to that; what- 


soever. 
SHarp. ’Tis done, these gentlemen are witnesses to the 


general release. 
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Vain. Ay, ay, to this instant moment I have pass’d 
an act of oblivion. 

Buurr. ”Tis very generous, sir, since I needs must own 

Sr Jo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, heh, heh. 
*Tis I must own— 

BLuFF. That you are over-reach’d too, ha, ha, ha, only 
a little art military used ——only undermined, or so, as shall 
appear by the fair Araminta, my wife’s permission. Oh, the 
devil, cheated at last! [Lucy unmasks. 

Sir Jo. Only a little art-military trick, Captain, only 
countermin’d, or so Mr. Vainlove, I suppose you know 
whom I have got now, but all’s forgiven. 

Vain. I know whom you have not got; pray ladies con- 
vince him. [Aram. and Belin. unmask. 

Str Jo. Ah! O Lord, my heart akes ah! Setter, a 
rogue of all sides. 

SHarp. Sir Joseph, you had better have pre-engag’d this 
gentleman’s pardon: for though Vainlove be so generous to 
forgive the loss of his mistress—I know not how Heartwell 
may take the loss of his wife. [Silota unmasks. 

Heart. My wife! By this light ’tis she, the very cocka- 
triceoh Sharper! Let me embrace thee but art thou 
sure she is really marry’d to him? 

SeTrer. Really and lawfully marry’d, I am witness. 

SHarP. Bellmour will unriddle to you. 

[Heartwell goes to Bellmour. 

Sir Jo. Pray, madam, who are you? For I find, you and 
I are like to be better acquainted. 

Sttv. The worst of me, is that I am your wife—— 

SHARP. Come, Sir Joseph; your fortune is not so bad as 
you fear A fine lady, and a lady of very good quality. 

Str Jo. Thanks to my knight-hood, she’s a lady: 

Vain.—That deserves a fool with a better titlkk——pray 
use her as my relation, or you shall hear on’t. 

Biurr. What, are you a woman of quality too, spouse? 

Setrer. And my relation; pray let her be respected ac- 
cordingly—well, honest Lucy, fare thee well I think, 
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you and I have been playfellows off and on, any time this 
seven years. 

Lucy. Hold your prating—I’m thinking what vocation 
I shall follow while my spouse is planting lawrels in the wars. 

Biurr. No more wars, spouse, no more wars While 
I plant lawrels for my head abroad, I may find the branches 
sprout at home. . 

Heart. Bellmour, I approve thy mirth, and thank 
thee and I cannot in gratitude (for I see which way thou 
are going) see thee fall into the same snare, out of which 
thou hast deliver’d me. 

Beit. I thank thee, George, for thy good intention 
but there is a fatality in marriage for I find I’m resolute. 

Heart. Then good counsel will be thrown away upon 
you for my part, I have once escap’d and when [| 
wed again, may she be ugly, as an old bawd. 

VAIN. Ill-natur’d, as an old maid— 

Bett. Wanton as a young widow 

SHarp. And jealous as a barren wife. 

Heart. Agreed. 

Bett. Well; ’midst of these dreadful denunciations, and 
notwithstanding the warming and example before me, I 
commit my self to lasting durance. 

Bein. Prisoner, make much of your fetters. 

[Giving her hand. 

Bett. Frank, will you keep us in countenance? 

Vain. May I presume to hope so great a blessing? 

Aram. We had better take the advantage of a little of 
our friends experience first. 

Bett. O my conscience she dares not consent, for fear 
he shou’d recant. [Aside.] Well, we shall have your com- 
pany to church in the morning May be it may get you 
an appetite to see us fall to before ye. Setter, did not you 
tell me? 

Setrer. They’re at the door: I’ll call ’em in. 
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A DANCE 


Bett. Now set we forward on a Journey for life—— 
come take your fellow-travellers. Old George, I’m sorry to 
see thee still plod on alone. 

Heart. With gaudy plumes and gingling bells made proud, 

The youthful beast sets forth, and neighs aloud. 

A morning-sun his tinsell’d harness gilds, 

And the first stage a down-hill green-sword yields. 

But, oh 
What rugged ways attend the noon of life! | 


(Our sun declines,) and with what anxious strife, 
What pain we tug that galling load, a wife; 

All coursers the first heat with vigour run; 

But ’tis with whip and spur the race is won. 


[Exeunt omnes. 


EP, boubsdO eG uiink 


Spoken by Mrs. Barry 


As.a rash girl, who will all hazards run, 
And be enjoy’d, tho’ sure to be undone; 
Soon as her curiosity is over, 
Would give the world she could her toy recover: 
So fares it with our poet; and I’m sent 
To tell you, he already does repent 
Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent. 
Now the deed’s done, the giddy-thing has leisure 
To think o’th’ sting, that’s in the tail of pleasure. 
Methinks I hear him in consideration! 
What will the world say? Where’s my reputation? 
Now that’s at stake—no fool, ’tis out o’ fashion. 
If loss of that should follow want of wit, 
How many undone men were in the pit! 
Why that’s some comfort, to an author’s fears, 
If he’s an ass, he will be try’d by’s peers. 
But hold—I am exceeding my commission; 
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My business here, was humbly to petition: 

But we’re so us’d to rail on these occasions, 

I could not help one trial of your patience: 

For ’tis our way (you know) for fear o’th’ worst, 

To be before-hand still, and cry fool first. 

How say you, Sparks? How do you stand affected? 
I swear, young Bays within, is so dejected, 

*Twou’d grieve your hearts to see him; shall I call him? 
But then you cruel criticks would so maul him! 

Yet, may be, you’ll encourage a beginner; 

But how?—Just as the devil does a sinner. 

Women and wits are us’d e’en much at one, 

You gain your end, and damn ’em when you’ve done. 
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STIR, ; 

I heartily wish this play were as perfect as I intended it, 
that it might be more worthy your acceptance; and that my 
dedication of it to you, might be more becoming that honour 
and esteem which I, with every body, who is so fortunate as 
to know you, have for you. It had your countenance when 
yet unknown; and now it is made publick, it wants your 
protection. 

I would not have any body imagine, that I think this play 
without its faults, for I am conscious of several. I confess 
I design’d (whatever vanity or ambition occasion’d that 
design) to have written a true and regular comedy: but I 
found it an undertaking which put me in mind of ——Sudet 
multum, frustraque laboret ausus idem. And now to make 
amends for the vanity of such a design, I do confess both the 
attempt, and the imperfect performance. Yet I must take 
the boldness to say, I have not miscarry’d in the whole; for 
the mechanical part of it is regular. That I may say with 
as little vanity, as a builder may say he has built a house 
according to the model laid down before him; or a gardner 
that he has set his flowers in a knot of such or such a figure. 
I design’d the moral first, and to that moral I invented the 
fable, and do not know that I have borrow’d one hint of it 
any where. I made the plot as strong as I could, because it 
was single, and I made it single, because I would avoid con- 
fusion, and was resolved to preserve the three unities of the 
drama. Sir, this discourse is very impertinent to you, whose 
judgement much better can discern the faults, than I can ex- 
cuse them; and whose good nature, like that of a lover, will 
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find out those hidden beauties (if there are any such) which 
it wou’d be great immodesty for me to discover. I think I 
don’t speak improperly when I call you a lover of poetry; 
for it is very well known she has been a very kind mistress to 
you; she has not deny’d you the last favour; and she has 
been fruitful to you in a most beautiful issue if I break off 
abruptly here, I hope every body will understand that it is to 
avoid a commendation, which, as it is your due, would be most 
easie for me to pay, and too troublesome for you to receive. 

I have, since the acting of this play, harken’d after the 
objections which have been made to it; for I was conscious 
where a true critick might have put me upon my defence. I 
was prepared for the attack; and am pretty confident I could 
have vindicated some parts, and excused others; and where 
there were any plain miscarriages, I would most ingenuously 
have confess’d ’em. But I have not heard any thing said 
sufficient to provoke an answer. ‘That which looks most like 
an objection, does not relate in particular to this play, but to 
all or most that ever have been written; and that is soliloquy. 
Therefore I will answer it, not only for my own sake, but to 
save others the trouble, to whom it may hereafter be objected. 

I grant, that for a man to talk to himself, appears absurd 
and unnatural; and indeed it is so in most cases; but the cir- 
cumstances which may attend the occasion, make great al- 
teration. It oftentimes happens to a man, to have designs 
which require him to himself, and in their nature cannot 
admit of a confident. Such, for certain, is all villany; and 
other less mischievous intentions may be very improper to be 
communicated to a second person. In such a case therefore 
the audience must observe, whether the person upon the 
stage takes any notice of them at all, or no. For if he sup- 
poses any one to be by, when he talks to himself, it is mon- 
strous and ridiculous to the last degree. Nay, not only in 
this case, but in any part of a play, if there is expressed any 
knowledge of an audience, it is insufferable. But otherwise, 
when a man in soliloquy reasons with himself, and pro’s and 
con’s, and weighs all his designs: we ought not to imagine 
that this man either talks to us, or to himself; he is only 
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thinking, and thinking such matter as were inexcusable folly 
in him to speak. But because we are conceal’d spectators of 
the plot in agitation, and the poet finds it necessary to let 
us know the whole mystery of his contrivance, he is willing 
to inform us of this person’s thoughts; and to that end is 
forc’d to make use of the expedient of speech, no other better 
way being yet invented for the communication of thought. 

Another very wrong objection has been made by some who 
have not taken leisure to distinguish the characters. The 
hero:of the play, as they are pleas’d to call him, (meaning 
Mellefont) is a gull, and made a fool, and cheated. Is every 
man a gull and a fool that is deceiv’d? At that rate I’m 
afraid the two classes of men will be reduc’d to one, and the 
knaves themselves be at a loss to justifie their title: But if 
an open-hearted honest man, who has an entire confidence 
in one whom he takes to be his friend, and whom he has 
oblig’d to be so; and who (to confirm him in his opinion) in 
all appearance, and upon several trials has been so: if this 
man be deceiv’d by the treachery of the other; must he of 
necessity commence fool immediately, only because the other 
has prov’d a villain? Ay, but there was caution given to 
Mellefont in the first act by his friend Careless. Of what 
Nature was that caution? Only to give the audience some 
light into the character of Maskwell, before his appearance; 
and not to convince Mellefont of his treachery; for that was 
more than Careless was then able to do: he never knew 
Maskwell guilty of any villany; he was only a sort of man 
which he did not like. As for his suspecting his familiarity 
with my Lady Touchwood: let ’em examine the answer that 
Mellefont makes him, and compare it with the conduct of 
Maskwell’s character through the play. 

I would beg ’em again to look into the character of Mask- 
well before they accuse Mellefont of weakness for being de- 
ceiv’d by him. For upon summing up the enquiry into this 
objection, it may be found they have mistaken cunning in 
one character, for folly in another. 

But there is one thing, at which I am more concerned than 
all the false criticisms that are made upon me; and that 1s, 
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some of the ladies are offended. I am heartily sorry for it, 
for I declare I would rather disoblige all the criticks in the 
world, than one of the fair sex. They are concerned that I 
have represented some women vicious and affected: how can 
I help it? It is the business of a comick poet to paint the 
vices and follies of human-kind; and there are but two sexes, 
male, and female, men, and women, which have a title to 
humanity: and if I leave one half of them out, the work will 
be imperfect. I should be very glad of an opportunity to 
make my compliment to those ladies who are offended: but 
they can no more expect it in a comedy, than to be tickled 
by a surgeon, when he’s letting *em blood. They who are 
virtuous or discreet, should not be offended, for such char- 
acters as these distinguish them, and make their beauties 
more shining and observ’d: and they who are of the other 
kind, may nevertheless pass for such, by seeming not to be 
displeas’d, or touch’d with the satire of this comedy. Thus 
have they also wrongfully accus’d me of doing them a preju- 
dice, when I have in reality done them a service. 

You will pardon me, sir, for the freedom I take of making 
answers to other people, in an epistle which ought wholly to 
be sacred to you: but since I intend the play to be so too, I 
hope I may take the more liberty of justifying it, where it is 
in the right. 

I must now, sir, declare to the world, how kind you have 
been to my endeavours; for in regard of what was well meant, 
you have excus’d what was ill perform’d. I beg you would 
continue the same method in your acceptance of this dedica- 
tion. I know no other way of making a return to that human- 
ity you shew’d, in protecting an infant, but by enrolling it 
in your service, now that it is of age and come into the world. 
Therefore be pleas’d to accept of this as an acknowledgement 
of the favour you have shewn me, and an earnest of the real 
service and gratitude of, 

S PR; 
Your Most Obliged, 
Humble Servant, 
William Congreve. 
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To my Dear Friend 


Mr. CONGREVE 
On his COMEDY, call’d 
The Double-Dealer 


Well then; the promis’d hour is come at last; 

The present age of wit obscures the past: 

Strong were our syres; and as they fought they writ, 
Conqu’ring with force of arms, and dint of wit; 
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood; 

And thus, when Charles return’d, our empire stood. 
Like Janus he the stubborn soil manur’d, 

With rules of husbandry the rankness cur’d: 

Tam’d us to manners, when the stage was rude; 
And boistrous English wit, with art indu’d. 

Our age was cultivated thus at length; 

But what we gain’d in skill, we lost in strength. 
Our builders were, with want of genius, curst; 

The second temple was not like the first: 

*Till you, the best Vitruvius, come at length; 

Our beauties equal; but excel our strength. 

Firm Dorique pillars found your solid base: ; 
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space; 

Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace. 
In easie dialogue is Fletcher’s praise: 

He mov’d the mind, but had no pow’r to raise. 
Great Johnson did by strength of judgement please: 
Yet doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants his ease. 

In diff’ring talents both adorn’d their age; 

One for the study, t’other for the stage. 

But both to Congreve justly shall submit, 

One match’d in judgement, both o’er-match’d in wit. 
In him all beauties of this age we see; 

Etherege his courtship, Southern’s purity; 

The satire, wit, and strength of manly Wicherly. 
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All this in blooming youth you have atchiev’d; 
Nor are your foil’d contemporaries griev’d; 
So much the sweetness of your manners move, 
We cannot envy you, because we love. 
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he saw 
A beardless consul made against the law, 
And join his suffrage to the votes of Rome; 
Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bow’d to Raphael’s fame; 
And scholar to the youth he taught, became. 
Oh that your brows my lawrel had sustain’d, 
Well had I been depos’d if you had reign’d! 
The father had descended for the son; 
For only you are lineal to the throne. 
Thus when the state one Edward did depose; 
A greater Edward in his room arose. 
But now, not I, but poetry is curs’d; 
For Tom the second reigns like Tom the first. 
But let ’em not mistake my patron’s part; 
Nor call his charity their own desert. 
Yet this I prophesie; thou shalt be seen, 
(Tho’ with some short parenthesis between:) 
High on the throne of wit; and seated there, 
Not mine (that’s little) but thy lawrel wear. 
Thy first attempt an early promise made; 
That early promise this has more than paid. 
So bold, yet so judiciously you dare, 
That your least praise, is to be regular. 
Time, place, and action, may with pains be wrought, 
But genius must be born; and never can be taught. 
This is your portion; this your native store; 
Heav’n, that but once was prodigal before, 
To Shakespear gave as much; she cou’d not give him more. 
Maintain your post: that’s all the fame you need; 
For ’tis impossible you shou’d proceed. 
Already I am worn with cares and age; 
And just abandoning th’ungrateful stage: 
Unprofitably kept at Heav’ns expence, 
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I live a rent-charge on his providence: 

But you, whom ev’ry muse and grace adorn, 
Whom I foresee to better fortune born, 

Be kind to my remains; and oh defend, 
Against your judgment, your departed friend! 
Let not th’ insulting foe my fame pursue; 

But shade those lawrels which descend to you: 
And take for tribute what these lines express: 
You merit more; nor cou’d my love do less. 


John Dryden. 


Pe RO) L:OcG UxE 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle 


Moors have this way (as story tells) to know 
Whether their brats are truly got, or no; 
Into the sea the new-born babe is thrown, 
There, as instinct directs, to swim, or drown. 
A barbarous device, to try if spouse 
Has kept religiously her nuptial vows. 


Such are the trials, poets make of plays: 
Only they trust to more inconstant seas; 
So does our author, this his child commit 
To the tempestuous mercy of the pit, 

To know if it be truly born of wit. 


Criticks avaunt; for you are fish of prey, 
And feed, like sharks, upon an infant play. 
Be ev’ry monster of the deep away; 

Let’s a fair trial have and a clear sea. 


For life will struggle long, e’er it sink down: 
And will at least rise thrice, before it drown. 
Let us consider, had it been our fate, 
Thus hardly to be prov’d legitimate! 


Let nature work, and do not damn too soon, 
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T will not say, we'd all in danger been, 

Were each to suffer for his mother’s sin: 

But by my troth I cannot avoid thinking, 

How nearly some good men might have ’scap’d sinking. 
But, Heav’n be prais’d, this custom is confin’d 

Alone to th’ offspring of the muses kind: 

Our Christian cuckolds are more bent to pity; 

I know not one Moor-husband in the city. 

I’th’ good man’s arms the chopping bastard thrives, 
For he thinks all his own, that is his wives. 


Whatever fate is for this play design’d, 
The poet’s sure he shall some comfort find: 
For if his muse has play’d him false, the worst 
That can befai him, is, to be divore’d; 
You husbands judge, if that, be to be curs’d. 


THE 
DOUBLE-DEALER 


Dramatis Persone 


“MEN 


MaskweELl, a villain; pretended friend to 
MELLEFONT, gallant to Lapy Toucuwoop, + Mr. Betterton. 
and in love with CynruiA, 

Lorp Toucuwoop, uncle to MELLEFONT, Mr. Kynaston. 

MELLEFONT, promised to, and in love ae . 


ek Mr. Williams. 
CarELEss, his friend, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Lorp Frorx, a solemn coxcomb, Mr. Bowman. 
Brisk, a pert coxcomb, Mr. Powel. 


Sir Paut PLyant, an uxorious, foolish, old 
knight; brother to Lapy ToucHwoop, and } Mr. Dogget. 
father to CYNTHIA. 


WOMEN 

Lapy Toucuwoop, in love with MELLEFonrt, Mrs. Barry. 
Cynruia, daughter to Sir Pau by a former Mrs. B “dl 

wife, promised to MELLEFONT, Pie OTERO TEN 
Lavy FRorn, a great coquet; pretender to poetry, | Mrs. M 

wit, and learning, if Se ountfort. 
Lapy PLYANT, insolent to her husband, and : 

; Mrs. Leigh. 
easie to any pretender. 


Cuapiain, Boy, Foormen, and ATTENDANTS 


The SCENE, 4 gallery in the Lorp Toucuwoop’s 
house, with chambers adjoining — 
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THE 
DOUBLE-DEALER 


Vi AG Ba 
SCENE J 


A gallery in the Lorp ToucHwoon’s house, with chambers 
adjoining 
Enter CaRELESS, crossing the stage, with his hat, gloves, and 
sword in his hands; as just risen from table: MELLEFONT 
following him. 


Met. Ned, Ned, whither so fast? What, turn’d flincher! 
Why, you wo’ not leave us? 

Care. Where are the women? I’m weary of guzling, and 
begin to think them the better company. 

Met. Then thy reason staggers, and thou’rt almost 
drunk. 

Care. No faith, but your fools grow noisie——and if a 
man must endure the noise of words without sense, I think 
the women have more musical voices, and become nonsense 
better. 

Met. Why, they are at the end of the gallery; retir’d to 
their tea, and scandal; according to their ancient custom, 
after dinner. But I made a pretence to follow you, be- 
cause I had something to say to you in private, and I am not 
like to have many opportunities this evening. 

Care. And here’s this coxcomb most critically come to 
interrupt you. 


SCENE IT 
[To them] Brisk 


Brisk. Boys, boys, lads, where are you? What, do you 
give ground? mortgage for a bottle, ha? Careless, this is 
your trick; you’re always spoiling company by leaving it. 
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Care. And thou art always spoiling company by coming 
into’t. 

Brisk. Pooh, ha, ha, I know you envy me. Spite, proud 
spite, by the gods! and burning envy I'll be judg’d by 
Mellefont here, who gives and takes raillery better, you or 
I. Pshaw, man, when I say you spoil company by leaving it, 
I mean you leave no body for the company to laugh at. I 
think there I was with you, ha? Mellefont. 

Met. O’ my word, Brisk, that was a home thrust, you 
have silenc’d him. 

Brisk. Oh, my dear Mellefont, let me perish, if thou 
art not the soul of conversation, the very essence of wit, 
and spirit of wine,—the deuce take me if there were three 
good things said, or understood, since thy amputation from 
the body of our society. He, I think that’s pretty and 
metaphorical enough: i’gad I could not have said it out of 
thy company, Careless, ha? 

Care. Hun, ay, what is’t? 

Brisk. O, mon ceur! What is’t! Nay gad I’ll punish - 
you for want of apprehension: the duce take me if I tell you. 

Met. No, no, hang him, he has no taste, but, dear 
Brisk, excuse me, I have a little business. 

Care. Prithee get thee gone; thou see’st we are 
serious. 

Mev. We'll come immediately, if you'll but go in, and 
keep up good humour and sense in the company: prithee do, 
they’ll fall asleep else. 

Brisk. [gad so they will—well I will, I will, gad you 
shall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir. But the 
duce take me if I say a good thing till you come. But 
prithee dear rogue, make haste prithee make haste, I shall 
burst else. And yonder your uncle, my Lord Touchwood, 
swears he’ll disinherit you, and Sir Paul Plyant threatens to 
‘disclaim you for a son-in-law, and my Lord Froth won’t 
dance at your wedding to morrow; nor the duce take me, 
I won’t write your epithalamium—and see what a condition 
you’re like to be brought to. 

Met. Well, Pll speak but three words, and follow you. 
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_ Brisk. Enough, enough, Careless, bring your apprehen- 
sion along with you. 


SCENE III 
MELLEFONT, CARELESS 


Care. Pert coxcomb. 

Met. Faith ’tis a good natur’d coxcomb, and has very 
entertaining follies you must be more humane to him; 
at this juncture, it will do me service. Pll tell you, I would 
have mirth continued this day at any rate; tho’ patience 
purchase folly, and attention be paid with noise: there are 
times when sense may be unseasonable, as well as truth. 
Prithee do thou wear none to day; but allow Brisk to have 
wit, that thou may’st seem a fool. 

Care. Why, how now, why this extravagant proposition? 

Met. O, I would have no room for serious design; for 
I am jealous of a plot. I would have noise and impertinence 
keep my Lady Touchwood’s head from working: for hell is 
not more busie than her brain, nor contains more devils, 
than that imaginations. 

Care. I thought your fear of her had been over——is not 
to morrow appointed for your marriage with Cynthia, and 
her father, Sir Paul Plyant, come to settle the writings this 
day, on purpose? 

Met. True; but you shall judge whether I have not 
reason to be allarm’d. None besides you, and Maskwell, are 
acquainted with the secret of my Aunt Touchwood’s violent 
passion for me. Since my first refusal of her addresses, she 
has endeavour’d to do me all ill offices with my uncle; yet 
has managed ’em with that subtilty, that to him they have 
born the face of kindness; while her malice, like a dark 
lanthorn, only shone upon me, where it was directed. Still 
it gave me less perplexity to prevent the success of her dis- 
pleasure, than to avoid the importunities of her love; and 
of two evils, I thought my self favour’d in her aversion: but 
whether urg’d by her despair, and the short prospect of time 
she saw, to accomplish her designs; whether the hopes of 
revenge, or of her love, terminated in the view of this my 
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marriage with Cynthia, I know not; but this morning she 
surpriz’'d me in my bed.— 

Care. Was there ever such a fury! ’tis well nature has 
not put it into her sex’s power to ravish. Well, bless us! 
proceed. What follow’d? 

Met. What at first amaz’d me; for I look’d to have seen 
her in all the transports of a slighted and revengeful woman: 
but when I expected thunder from her voice, and lightning 
in her eyes; I saw her melted into tears, and hush’d into a 
sigh. It was long before either of us spoke, passion had ty’d 
her tongue, and amazement mine.—In short, the consequence 
was thus, she omitted nothing that the most violent love 
could urge, or tender words express; which when she saw 
had no effect, but still I pleaded honour and nearness of 
blood to my uncle; then came the storm I fear’d at first: 
for starting from my bed-side like a fury, she flew to my 
sword, and with much ado I prevented her doing me or her 
self a mischief: having disarm’d her, in a gust of passion she 
left me, and in a resolution, confirm’d by a thousand curses, 
not to close her eyes, ’till they had seen my ruin. 

Care. Exquisite woman! But what the devil does she 
think, thou hast no more sense, than to get an heir upon her 
body to disinherit thy self: for as I take it this settlement 
upon you, is, with a proviso, that your uncle have no children. 

Met. It is so. Well, the service you are to do me, will 
be a pleasure to your self; I must get you to engage my Lady 
Plyant all this evening, that my pious aunt may not work 
her to her interest. And if you chance to secure her to your 
self, you may incline her to mine. She’s handsome, and 
knows it; is very silly, and thinks she has sense, and has an 
old fond husband. 

Care. I confess a very fair foundation, for a lover to 
build upon. 

Met. For my Lord Froth, he and his wife will be suffi- 
ciently taken up, with admiring one another, and Brisk’s 
gallantry, as they call it. I’ll observe my uncle my self; and 
Jack Maskwell has promised me, to watch my aunt narrowly, 
and give me notice upon any suspicion. As for Sir Paul, my 
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wise father-in-law that is to be, my dear Cynthia has such a 
share in his fatherly fondness, he would scarce make her a 
moment uneasie, to have her happy hereafter. 

Care. So, you have mann’d your works: but I wish you 
may not have the weakest guard,where the enemy is strongest. 

Met. Maskwell, you mean; prithee why should you 
suspect him? 

Care. Faith I cannot help it, you know I never lik’d him; 
I am a little superstitious in physiognomy. 

Meu. He has obligations of gratitude, to bind him to me; 
his dependance upon my uncle is through my means. 

Care. Upon your aunt, you mean. 

Met. My aunt! 

Care. I’m mistaken if there be not a familiarity between 
them, you do not suspect: notwithstanding her passion for 
you. 

Met. Pooh, pooh, nothing in the world but his design 
to do me service; and he endeavours to be well in her esteem, 
that he may be able to effect it. 

Care. Well, I shall be glad to be mistaken; but, your 
aunt’s aversion in her revenge, cannot be any way so effec- 
tually shown, as in bringing forth a child to disinherit you. 
She is handsome and cunning, and naturally wanton. Mask- 
well is flesh and blood at best, and opportunities between 
them are frequent. His affection to you, you have confessed, 
is grounded upon his interest, that you have transplanted; 
and should it take root in my lady, I don’t see what you can 
expect from the fruit. 

Met. I confess the consequence is visible, were your 
suspicions just. But see, the company is broke up, let’s 
meet ’em. 


SCENE IL, 


[To them] Lorp Toucuwoop, Lorp FrRors, 
Sr Paut Piyant, and Brisk 


Lv. Toucu. Out upon’t, nephew Leave your father- 
in-law, and me, to maintain our ground against young 


people. 
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Met. I beg your Lordship’s pardon we were just re- 
turning. 

Sir Paut. Were you, son? Gadsbud much better as it 
is good, strange! I swear I’m almost tipsie—t’other 
bottle would have been too powerful for me,—as sure as can 
be it would.—We wanted your company, but Mr. Brisk— 
where is he? I swear and vow, he’s a most facetious person— 
and the best company.—And, my Lord Froth, your Lordship 
is so merry a man, he, he, he. 

Lp. Frora. O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean? merry! 
O barbarous! I’d as lieve you call’d me fool. 

Str Pau. Nay, I protest and vow now, ’tis true; when 
Mr. Brisk jokes, your lordship’s laugh does so become you, 
he, he, he. 

Lp. Froru. Ridiculous! Sir Paul, you’re strangely mis- 
taken, I find champagne is powerful. I assure you, Sir Paul, 
I laugh at no bodies jest but my own, or a lady’s; I assure 
you, Sir Paul. 

Brisk. How? how, my Lord? what affront my wit! Let 
me perish, do I never say any thing worthy to be laugh’d at? 

Lp. Frotu. O foy, don’t misapprehend me, I don’t say 
so, for | often smile at your conceptions. But there is nothing 
more unbecoming a man of quality, than to laugh; ’tis such 
a vulgar expression of the passion! every body can laugh. 
Then especially to laugh at the jest of an inferior person, 
or when any body else of the same quality does not laugh 
with one; ridiculous! To be pleased with what pleases the 
croud! Now when I laugh, I always laugh alone. 

Brisk. I suppose that’s because you laugh at your own 
jests, i'gad, ha, ha, ha. 

Lp. Frotu. He, he, I swear tho’, your raillery provokes 
me to a smile. 

Brisk. Ay, my Lord, it’sa sign I hit you in the teeth, if 
you show ’em. 

Lp. Frotu. He, he, he, I swear that’s so very pretty, 
I can’t forbear. 

Care. I find a quibble bears more sway in your Lord- 
ship’s face, than a jest. 
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Lp. Toucu. Sir Paul, if you please we’ll retire to the 
ladies, and drink a dish of tea, to settle our heads. 

Sir Pau. With all my heart. Mr. Brisk you'll come 
to us, or call me when you joke, I’ll be ready to laugh 
incontinently. 


SCENE V 
MELLEFONT, CARELESS, Lorp Frotu, Brisk 


Mex. But doés your Lordship never see comedies? 

Lp. Froru. O yes, sométimes,—But I never laugh. 

Met. No? 

Lp. Froru. Oh, no,——never laugh indeed, sir. 

Care. No! why what d’ye go there for? 

Lp. Frotu. To distinguish my self from the commonalty, 
and mortifie the poets; the fellows grow so conceited, when 
any of their foolish wit prevails upon the side-boxes.—I 
swear, he, he, he, I have often constrain’d my inclinations 
to laugh, he, he, he, to avoid giving them encouragement. 

Mev. You are cruel to your self, my Lord, as well as 
malicious to them. 

Lp. Frotu. I confess I did my self some violence at first, 
but now I think I have conquer’d it. 

Brisk. Let me perish, my Lord, but there is something 
very particular in the humour; ’tis true, it makes against 
wit, and I’m sorry for some friends of mine that write, 
but igad, I love to be malicious.—Nay, duce take me 
there’s wit in’t too and wit must be foil’d by wit; cut a 
diamond with a diamond; no other way, 1gad. 

Lp. Frota. Oh, I thought you would not be long, before 
you found out the wit. 

Care. Wit! In what? Where the devil’s the wit, in not 
laughing when a man has a mind to’t. 

Brisk. O Lord, why can’t you find it out?—Why there 
’tis, in the not laughing don’t you apprehend me?—My 
Lord, Careless is a very honest fellow, but harkee,—you 
understand me, somewhat heavy, a little shallow, or so. 
Why I'll tell you now, suppose now you come up to me—— 
nay, prithee Careless be.instructed. Suppose, as I was say- 
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ing, you come up to me holding your sides, and laughing, as 
if you would—well—I look grave, and ask the cause of this 
immoderate mirth. You laugh on still, and are not able 
to tell me——still I look grave, not so much as smile. 

Care. Smile, no, what the devil should you smile at, 
when you suppose I can’t tell you! 

Brisk. Pshaw, pshaw, prithee don’t interrupt me. 
But I tell you, you shall tell me—at last but it shall be 
a great while first. 

Care. Well, but prithee don’t let it be a great while, 
because I long to have it over. 

Brisk. Well then, you tell me some good jest, or very 
witty thing, laughing all the while as if you were ready to 
die and I hear it, and look thus.——Would not you be 
disappointed? 

Care. No; for if it were a witty thing, I should not ex- 
pect you to understand it. 

Lp. Frotu. O foy, Mr. Careless, all the world allows Mr. 
Brisk to have wit; my wife says, he has a great deal. I hope 
you think her a judge. 

Brisk. Pooh, my Lord, his voice goes for nothing. ] 
can’t tell how to make him apprehend.—Take it t’other way. 
Suppose I say a witty thing to you? 

Care. Then I shall be disappointed indeed. 

Met. Let him alone, Brisk, he is obstinately bent not 
to be instructed. 

Brisk. I’m sorry for him, the duce take me. 

Met. Shall we go to the ladies, my Lord? 

Lp. Frotu. With all my heart, methinks we are a solitude 
without ’em. 

Me. Or, what say you, to another bottle of champagne? 

Lp. Frotu. O, for the universe, not a drop more I be- 
seech you. Oh intemperate! I have a flushing in my face 
already. [Takes out a pocket-glass, and looks in it. 

Brisk. Let me see, let me see, my Lord, I broke my glass 
that was in the lid of my snuff-box. Hum! Duce take me, I 
have encourag’d a pimple here too. [Takes the glass and looks. 

Lp. Frors. Then you must mortifie him with a patch; 
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my wife shall supply you. Come, gentlemen, allons, here is 
company coming. 


SCENE VI 


Lapy Toucuwoop, and MaskwELi 


L. Toucn. [ll hear no more. Y’are false and ungrate- 
ful; come, I know you false. 

Mask. I have been frail, I confess, madam, for your 
ladyship’s service: 

L. Toucu. That I should trust a man, whom I had known 
betray his friend! 

Mask. What friend have I betray’d? Or to whom? 

L. Toucu. Your fond friend Mellefont, and to me; can 
you deny it? 

Mask. I do not. 

L. Toucu. Have you not wrong’d my Lord, who has 
been a father to you in your wants, and given you being? 
Have you not wrong’d him in the highest manner, in his 
bed? : 

Mask. With your ladyship’s help, and for your service, 
as I told you before. I can’t deny that neither. Any 
thing more, madam? 

L. Toucn. More! Audacious villain. O, what’s more, 
is most my shame, have you not dishonour’d me? 

Mask. No, that I deny; for I never told in all my life: 
so that accusation’s answer’d; on to the next. 

L. Toucu. Death, do you dally with my passion? In- 
solent devil! But have a care, provoke me not; for, by 
the eternal fire, you shall not ’scape my vengeance. Calm 
villain! How unconcern’d he stands, confessing treachery, 
and ingratitude! Is there a vice more black!——O I have 
excuses, thousands for my faults; fire in my temper, passions 
in my soul, apt to ev’ry provocation; oppressed at once with 
love, and with despair. But a sedate, a thinking villain, 
whose black blood runs temperately bad, what excuse can 
clear! 

Mask. Will you be in temper, madam? I would not 
talk to be heard. I have been [She walks about disorder’d] 
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a very great rogue for your sake, and you reproach me with 
it; | am ready to be a rogue still, to do you service; and you 
are flinging conscience and honour in my face, to rebate my 
inclinations. How am I to behave my self? You know I 
am your creature, my life and fortune in your power; to 
disoblige you, brings me certain ruin. Allow it, I would 
betray you, I would not be a traitor to my self: I don’t pre- 
tend to honesty, because you know I am a rascal: but I would 
convince you, from the necessity of my being firm to you. 

L. Toucu. Necessity, impudence! Can no gratitude in- 
cline you, no obligations touch you? Have not my fortune, 
and my person, been subjected to your pleasure? Were you 
not in the nature of a servant, and have not I in effect made 
you lord of all, of me, and of my Lord? Where is that humble 
love, the languishing, that adoration, which once was paid 
me, and everlastingly engaged? 

Mask. Fixt, rooted in my heart, whence nothing can 
remove ’em, yet you 

L. Toucn. Yet, what yet? 

Mask. Nay, misconceive me not, madam, when I say I 
have had a gen’rous, and a faithful passion, which you had 
never favour’d, but through revenge and policy. 

L. Toucu.. Ha! 

Mask. Look you, madam, we are alone, Pray con- 
tain your self, and hear me. You know you lov’d your 
nephew, when I first sigh’d for you; I quickly found it; an 
argument that I lov’d; for with that art you veil’d your 
passion, *twas imperceptible to all but jealous eyes. This 
discovery made me bold; I confess it; for by it, I thought 
you in my power. Your nephew’s scorn of you, added to 
my hopes; I watch’d the occasion, and took you, just re- 
pulsed by him, warm at once with love and indignation; your 
disposition, my arguments, and happy opportunity, accom- 
plish’d my design; I prest the yielding minute, and was blest. 
How I have lov’d you since, words have not shown, then 
how should words express? 

L. Toucu. Well mollifying devil!——And have I not 
met your love with forward fire? 
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Mask. Your zeal I grant was ardent, but misplac’d; 
there was revenge in view; that woman’s idol had defil’d the 
temple of the god, and love was made a mock-worship. 
A son and heir would have edg’d young Mellefont upon the 
brink of ruin, and left him none but you to catch at for 
prevention. 

L. Toucu. Again, provoke me! Do you wind me like a 
larum, only to rouse my own still’d soul for your diversion? 
Confusion! ¥ 

Mask. Nay, madam, I’m gone, if you relapse, what 
needs this? I say nothing but what you your self, in open 
hours of love, have told me. Why should you deny it? 
Nay, how can you? Is not all this present heat owing to the 
same fire? Do you not love him still? How have I this day 
offended you, but in not breaking off his match with Cynthia? 
Which ere to morrow shall be done, had you but patience. 

L. Toucu. How, what said you Maskwell, another 
caprice to unwind my temper? 

Mask. By Heav’n, no; I am your slave, the slave of 
all your pleasures; and will not rest ’till I have given you 
peace, would you suffer me. 

L. Toucu. O, Maskwell, in vain I do disguise me from 
thee, thou know’st me, knowest the very inmost windings 
and recesses of my soul. Oh Mellefont! I burn; married 
to morrow! Despair strikes me. Yet my soul knows [| hate 
him too: let him but once be mine, and next immediate 
ruin seize him. 

Mask. Compose your self, you shall possess and ruin 
him too, will that please you? 

L. Toucu. How, how? Thou dear, thou precious villain, 
how? 

Mask. You have already been tampering with my Lady 


Plyant. 
L. Toucu. I have: she is ready for any impression I 
think fit. 
Mask. She must be thoroughly persuaded, that Mellefont 
loves her. 


L. Toucu. She is so credulous that way naturally, and 
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likes him so well, that she will believe it faster than I can 
persuade her. But I don’t see what you can propose from 
such a trifling design; for her first conversing with Mellefont, 
will convince her of the contrary. 

Mask. I know it I don’t depend upon it. But it 
will prepare something else; and gain us leisure to lay a 
stronger plot: if I gain a_little time, I shall not want con- 
trivance. 


One minute, gives invention to destroy, 
What, to rebuild, will a whole age employ. 


[End of the First Act.] 


We ia 


SCENE I 
Lapy Frotu and CYNTHIA 


Cynt. Indeed, madam! Is it possible your-Ladyship 
could have been so much in love? 

L. Frotu. I could not sleep; I did not sleep one wink 
for three weeks together. 

Cynt. Prodigious! I wonder, want of sleep, and so much 
love, and so much wit as your ladyship has, did not turn your 
brain. 

L. Frota. O my dear Cynthia, you must not rally your 
friend, but really, as you say, I wonder too, but then 
I had a way. For between you and I, I had whimsies and 
vapours, but I gave them vent. 

Cynt. How pray, madam? 

L. Froru. O I writ, writ abundantly, 
write? 

Cynt. Write, what? 

L. Froru. Songs, elegies, satires, encomiums, panegy- 
ricks, lampoons, plays, or heroick poems. 

Cynt. O Lord, not I, madam; I’m content to be a cour- 
teous reader. 

L. Frotu. O inconsistent! In love, and not write! If 
my Lord and I had been both of your temper, we had never 


do you never 
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come together,——O bless me! What a sad thing would 
that have been, if my Lord and I should never have met! 

“Cynt. Then neither my Lord nor you would ever have: 
met with your match, on my conscience. 

L. Frotu. O’my conscience no more we should; thou 
say’st right for sure my Lord Froth is as fine a gentle- 
man, and as much a man of quality! Ah! Nothing at all of 
the common air,—I think I may say he wants nothing, but 
a blue ribbon and a star, to make him shine, the very phos- 
phorus of our hemisphere. Do you understand those two: 
hard words? If you don’t, I’ll explain ’em to you. 

Cynt. Yes, yes, madam, I’m not so ignorant. At 
least I won’t own it, to be troubled with your instructions.. 

[Aside. 

L. Froru. Nay, I beg your pardon; but being deriv’d 
from the Greek, I thought you might have escap’d the: 
etymology. But I’m the more amaz’d, to find you a 
woman of letters, and not write! Bless me! how can Mellefont 
believe you love him? 

Cynt. Why faith, madam, he that won’t take my word, 
shall never have it under my hand. 

L. Froru. I vow Mellefont’s a pretty gentleman, but 
methinks he wants a manner. 

Cynt. A manner! What’s that, madam? 

L. Froru. Some distinguishing quality, as for example, 
the bel air or brillant of Mr. Brisk; the solemnity, yet com- 
plaisance of my Lord, or something of his own that should 
look a little je-ne-scay-quoysh; he is too much a mediocrity, 
in my mind. 

Cynt. He does not indeed affect either pertness or for- 
mality; for which I like him: here he comes. 

L. Frorn. And my Lord with him: pray observe the 


difference. 


SCENE II 
[To them] Lorp Frotu, MELLEFONT, and BRISK 


Cynr. Impertinent creature! I could almost be angry 
with her now. [Aside.. 
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L. Froru. My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, how 
much I have been in love with you; I swear I have; I’m not 
asham’d to own it now; ah! it makes my heart leap, I vow 
I sigh when I think on’t: my dear Lord! Ha, ha, ha, do you 
remember, my Lord? 

[Squeezes him by the hand, looks kindly on him, sighs and then 
laughs out. F 

Lp. Frotu. Pleasant creature! perfectly well, ah! that 
look, ay, there it is; who could resist! ’twas so my heart was 
made a captive first, and ever since t’has been in love with 
happy slavery. 

L. Froru. O that tongue, that dear deceitful tongue! 
that charming softness in your mien and your expression, 
and then your bow! Good my Lord, bow as you did when 
I gave you my picture, here suppose this my picture 

[Gives him a pocket-glass. 

Pray mind my Lord; ah! he bows charmingly; nay, my Lord, 
you shan’t kiss it so much; I shall grow jealous, I vow now. 
[He bows profoundly low, then kisses the glass. 

Lp. Froru. I saw my self there, and kiss’d it for your 
sake. 

L. Froru. Ah! gallantry to the last degree——Mr. Brisk, 
you're a judge; was ever any thing so well bred as my Lord? 

Brisk. Never any thing; but your Ladyship, let me 
perish. 

L. Frotu. O prettily turn’d again; let me die but you 
have a great deal of wit: Mr. Mellefont, don’t you think Mr. 
Brisk has a world of wit? 

Met. O, yes, madam. 

Brisk. O dear, madam 

L. Froru. An infinite deal! 

Brisk. O Heav’ns, madam 

L. Froru. More wit than any body. 

Brisk. I’m everlastingly your humble servant, duce take 
me, madam. 

Lp. Frotu. Don’t you think us a happy couple? 

Cynt. I vow, my. Lord, I think you the happiest couple 
in the world, for you’re not only happy in one another, and 
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when you are together, but happy in your selves, and by 
your selves. 

Lp. Frotu. I hope Mellefont will make a good husband too. 

Cynt. ’Tis my interest to believe he will, my Lord. 

Lp. Frotu. D’ye think he’ll love you as well as I do 
my wife? I’m afraid not. 

Cynt. I believe he’ll love me better. 

Lp. Frotu. Heav’ns! that can never be; but why do you 
think so? : 

Cynt. Because he has not so much reason to be fond of 
himself. , 

Lp. Frotu. O your humble servant for that, dear madam; 
well, Mellefont, you’ll be a happy creature. 

Met. Ay, my Lord, I shall have the same reason for my 
happiness that your Lordship has, I shall think my self 
happy. 

Lp. Frotru. Ah, that’s all. 

Brisk. [To Lady Froth.] Your Ladyship is in the right; 
but ’gad I’m wholly turn’d into satire. I confess I write 
but seldom, but when I do——keen iambicks i’gad. But 
my Lord was telling me, your Ladyship has made an essay 
toward an heroick poem. 

L. Frorn. Did my Lord tell you? Yes I vow, and the 
subject is my Lord’s love to me. And what do you think I 
call it? I dare swear you won’t guess The Sillabub, ha, 
ha, ha. 

Brisk. Because my Lord’s title’s Froth, i’gad, ha, ha, ha, 
duce take me very a propos and surprizing, ha, ha, ha. 

L. Froru. He, ay, is not it? And then I call my Lord 
Spumoso; and my self, what d’ye think I call my self? 

Brisk. Lactilla may be, gad I cannot tell. 

L. Froru. Biddy, that’s all; just my own name. 

Brisk. Biddy! [gad very pretty duce take me if 
your Ladyship has not the art of surprizing the most naturally 
in the world, I hope you’ll make me happy in communi- 
cating the poem. 

L. Frora. O, you must be my confident, I must ask 
your advice. 
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Brisk. I’m your humble servant, let me perish, 
presume your Ladyship has read Bossu? 

L. Frotu. O yes, and Rapine, and Dacier upon Aristotle 
and Horace. My Lord, you must not be jealous, I’m 
communicating all to Mr. Brisk. 

Lp. Frotu. No, no, I?ll allow Mr. Brisk; have you noth- 
ing about you to shew him, my dear? 

L. Froru. Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Brisk, come 
will you go into the next room? and there I’ll shew you what 
I have. 

Lp. Frotru. I'll walk a turn in the garden, and come to 
you. 


SCENE IT! 


MELLEFONT, CYNTHIA 


Met. You’re thoughtful, Cynthia? 

Cynt. I’m thinking, tho’ marriage makes man and wife 
one flesh, it leaves ’em still two fools; and they become 
more conspicuous by setting off one another. 

Mex. That’s only when two fools meet, and their follies 
are oppos’d. 

Cynt. Nay, I have known two wits meet, and by the 
opposition of their wit, render themselves as ridiculous as 
fools. *Tis an odd game we’re going to play at: what think 
you of drawing stakes, and giving over in time? 

Meu. No, hang’t, that’s not endeavouring to win, be- 
cause it’s possible we may lose; since we have shuffled and 
cut, let’s e’en turn up trump now. 

Cynt. Then I find it’s like cards, if either of us have a 
good hand it is an accident of fortune. 

Met. No, marriage is rather like a game at bowls, for- 
tune indeed makes the match, and the two nearest, and 
sometimes the two farthest are together, but the game de- 
pends intirely upon judgement. 

Cynr. Still it is a game, and consequently one of us 
must be a loser. 

Met. Not at all; only a friendly trial of skill, and the 
winnings to be laid out in an entertainment. What’s 
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here, the musick!—Oh, my Lord has promised the company 
a new song, we'll get ’em to give it us by the way. 

[Musicians crossing the stage. 
Pray let us have the favour of you, to practise the song, 
before the company hear it. 


SONG 
I 


Cynthia frowns when-e’er I woe her, 
Yet she’s vext if I give over; 
Much she fears I should undo her, 
But much more to lose her lover: 
Thus, in doubting, she refuses; 

And not winning, thus she loses. 


at 
Prithee Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will o’ertake you; 
Then too late desire will find you, 
When the power must forsake you: 


Think, O think o’th’ sad condition, 
To be past, yet wish fruition. 


Met. You shall have my thanks below. 
[To the musick, they go out. 


SCENE IV 
[To them] Str Paut Pryant and Lapy PLYANT 

Sir Paut. Gads bud? I am provok’d into a fermenta- 
tion, as my Lady Froth says; was ever the like read of in 
story? 

L. P. Sir Paul have patience, let me alone to rattle him 
up. 
Srr Paut. Pray your Ladyship give me leave to be 
angry I’ll rattle him up I warrant you, I'll firk him with 
a Certiorart. 

L. P. You firk him, I’ll firk him my self; pray Sir Paul 
hold you contented. 
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Cynt. Bless me, what makes my father in such a pas- 
sion! I never saw him thus before. 

Sir Pau. Hold your self contented,my Lady Plyant, 
I find passion coming upon me by inflation, and I cannot 
submit as formerly, therefore give way. 

L. P. How now! will you be pleased to retire, and 

Sir Pau. No marry will I not be pleased, I am pleased 
to be angry, that’s my pleasure at this time. 

Met. What can this mean! 

L. P. Gads my life, the man’s distracted, why how now, 
who are you? What am I? Slidikins can’t I govern you? 
What did I marry you for? Am I not to be absolute and 
uncontrolable? Is it fit a woman of my spirit, and conduct, 
should be contradicted in a matter of this concern? 

Sir Paut. It concerns me, and only me; besides, I’m 
not to be govern’d at all times. When I am in tranquility, 
my Lady Plyant shall command Sir Paul; but when I am 
provok’d to fury, I cannot incorporate with patience and 
reason,—as soon may tygers match with tygers, lambs with 
lambs, and every creature couple with its foe, as the poet 
says. 

L. P. He’s hot-headed still! ’Tis in vain to talk to you; 
but remember I have a curtain-lecture for you, you disobe- 
dient, headstrong brute. 

Sir Paur. No, ’tis because I won’t be headstrong, be- 
cause I won’t be a brute, and have my head fortify’d, that - 
I am thus exasperated, But I will protect my honour, 
and yonder is the violater of my fame. 

L. P. *Tis my honour that is concern’d, and the violation 
was intended to me. Your honour! You have none but 
what is in my keeping, and I can dispose of it when I 
please——therefore don’t provoke me. 

Sir Paut. Hum, gads-bud she says true ‘Well, my 
Lady, march on, I will fight under you then: I am convinced, 
as far as passion will permit. 

[L. Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont. 

L. P. Inhuman and treacherous 

Sir Paut. Thou serpent and first tempter of womankind.— 
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Cynt. Bless me! sir; madam; what mean you? 

Sir Paut. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, touch him not, 
come hither girl, go not near him, there’s nothing but deceit 
about him; snakes are in his peruke, and the crocodile of 
Nilus is in his belly, he will eat thee up alive. 

L. P. Dishonourable, impudent creature! 

Met. For Heav’ns sake, madam, to whom do you direct 
this language! 

L. P. Have I behav’d my self with all the decorum and 
nicety, befitting the person of Sir Paul’s wife? Have I pre- 
serv d my honour as it were in a snow-house for these three 
years past? Have I been white and unsully’d even by Sir 
Paul himself? 

Sir Paut. Nay, she has been an invincible wife, even to 
me, that’s the truth on’t. 

L. P. Have I, I say, preserv’d my self, like a fair sheet 
of paper, for you to make a blot upon? 

Sir Paut. And she shall make a simile with any woman 
in England. 

Met. Iam so amaz’d, I know not what to say. 

Sir Paut. Do you think my daughter, this pretty crea- 
ture; gads-bud she’s a wife for a cherubin! Do you think 
her fit for nothing but to be a stalking horse, to stand before 
you, while you take aim at my wife; gads-bud I was never 
angry before in my life, and [’ll never be appeas’d again. 

Met. Helland damnation! This is my aunt; such malice 
can be engendred no where else. [Aside. 

L. P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his sight; leave me 
to strike him with the remorse of his intended crime. 

Cynt. Pray, sir, stay, hear him, I dare affirm he’s inno- 
cent. 

Sir Paut. Innocent! Why hark’ee, come hither Thy, 
hark’ee, I had it from his aunt, my sister Touchwood, 
gads-bud he does not care a farthing for any thing of thee, 
but thy portion, why he’s in love with my wife; he would 
have tantaliz’d thee, and made a cuckold of thy poor fa- 
ther, and that would certainly have broke my heart— 
I’m sure if ever I should have horns, they would kill me; 
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they would never come kindly, I should die of ’em, like a 
child, that was cutting his teeth—I should indeed, Thy— 
therefore come away; but Providence has prevented all, 
therefore come away, when I bid you. 

Cynt. I must obey. 


SCENE Y 
Lapy Priyant, MELLEFONT 


L. P. O, such a thing! the impiety of it startles me 
to wrong so good, so fair a creature, and one that loves you 
tenderly *tis a barbarity of barbarities, and nothing could 
be guilty of it ; 

Mev. But the greatest villain imagination can form, I 
grant it; and next to the villany of such a fact, is the villany 
of aspersing me with the guilt. How? which way was I to 
wrong her? For yet I understand you not. 

L. P. Why, gads my life, Cousin Mellefont, you cannot 
be so peremptory as to deny it; when I tax you with it to 
your face; for now Sir Paul’s gone, you are corum nobus. 

Met. By Heav’n, I love her more than life, or 

L. P. Fiddle, faddle, don’t tell me of this and that, and 
ev ry thing in the world, but give me mathemacular demon- 
stration, answer me directly—but I have not patience—— 
oh! the impiety of it, as I was saying, and the unparallell’d 
wickedness! O merciful Father! How could you think to 
reverse nature so, to make the daughter the means of pro- 
curing the mother? 

Met. The daughter to procure the mother! 

L. P. Ay, for tho’ I am not Cynthia’s own mother, I 
am her father’s wife; and that’s near enough to make it 
incest. 

Mex. Incest! O my precious aunt, and the devil in 
conjunction. [Aside. 

L. P. O reflect upon the horror of that, and then the 
guilt of deceiving every body; marrying the daughter, only 
to make a cuckold of the father; and then seducing me, de- 
bauching my purity, and perverting me from the road of 


SCENE Vv] The Double-Dealer 121 


vertue, in which I have trod thus long, and never made one 
trip, not one faux pas; O consider it, what would you have 
to answer for, if you should provoke me to frailty? Alas! 
Humanity is feeble, Heav’n knows! very feeble, and unable 
to support it self. 

Met. WhereamI? Isit day? and am I awake? madam— 

L. P.. And no body knows how circumstances may hap- 
pen together,——-to my thinking, now I could resist the 
strongest temptation,—but yet I know, ’tis impossible for 
me to know whether I could or not, there’s no certainty in 
the things of this life. 

Met. Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one ques- 
tion.— 

L. P. O Lord, ask me the question, I’ll swear I’ll refuse 
it; I swear I’ll deny it—therefore don’t ask me, nay you 
shan’t ask me, I swear I'll deny it. O gemini, you have 
brought all the blood into my face; I warrant I am as red 
as a turky-cock; O fie, Cousin Mellefont! 

Mel. Nay, madam, hear me; I mean— 

L. P. Hear you, no, no; I’ll deny you first, and hear you 
afterwards. For one does not know how ones mind may 
change upon hearing hearing is one of the senses, and 
all the senses are fallible; I won’t trust my honour, I assure 
you; my honour is infallible and uncomeatible. 

Met. For Heav’ns sake, madam, 

L. P. O name it no more—bless me, how can you talk of 
Heav’n! and have so much wickedness in your heart? May 
be you don’t think it a sin,—they say some of you gentlemen 
don’t think it a sin,—may be it is no sin to them that don’t 
think it so; indeed, if I did not think it a sin but still 
my honour, if it were no sin,—but then, to marry my daugh- 
ter, for the conveniency of frequent opportunities,—I’ll never 
consent to that, as sure as can be, I’ll break the match. 

Met. Death and amazement, madam, upon my 
knees 

L. P. Nay, nay, rise up, come you shall see my good . 
nature. I know love is powerful, and no body can help his 
passion: ’tis not your fault; nor I swear it is not mine,— 
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how can I help it, if I have charms? And how can you help 
it, if you are made a captive? I swear it is pity it should be 
a fault, But my honour,—well, but your honour too— 
but the sin!—well, but the necessity—O Lord, here’s some 
- body coming, I dare not stay. Well, you must consider of 
your crime; and strive as much as can be against it, strive 
be sure——but don’t be melancholick, don’t despair,—but 
never think that I’ll grant you any thing; O Lord, no;— 
but be sure you lay aside all thoughts of the marriage, for 
tho’ I know you don’t love Cyrthia, only as a blind for your 
passion to me; yet it will make me jealous,—O Lord, what 
did I say? Jealous! no, no, I can’t be jealous, for I must not 
love you, therefore don’t hope, But don’t despair 
neither,——O, they’re coming, I must fly. 


SCENE VI 


MELLEFONT alone 


MeL. [after a pause.] So then, spight of my care and 
foresight, I am caught, caught in my security, yet this 
was but a shallow artifice, unworthy of my Machiavelian 
aunt: there must be more behind, this is but the first flash, 
the priming of her engine; destruction follows hard, if not 
most presently prevented. 


SCENE VII 
[To him] MasKweELi 


Mev. Maskwell, welcome, thy presence is a view of land, 
appearing to my shipwrack’d hopes: the witch has rais’d 
the storm, and her ministers have done their work; you see 
the vessels are parted. 

Mask. I know it; I met Sir Paul towing away Cynthia: 
come, trouble not your head, I’ll join you together e’er to 
morrow morning, or drown between you in the attempt. 

Met. There’s comfort in a hand stretch’d out, to one 
that’s sinking; tho’ ne’er so far off. 

Mask. No sinking, nor no danger,—Come, cheer up; 
why you don’t know, that while I plead for you, your aunt 
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has given me a retaining fee; nay, I am your greatest 
enemy, and she does but journey-work under me. 

Met. Ha! How’s this? 

Mask. What d’ye think of my being employ’d in the 
execution of all her plots? Ha, ha, ha, by Heav’n it’s true; 
I have undertaken to break the match, I have undertaken 
to make your uncle disinherit you, to get you turn’d out of 
doors; and to Ha, ha, ha, I can’t tell you for laughing,— 
oh she has open’d her heart to me. I am to turn you a 
grazing, and to ha, ha, ha, marry Cynthia my self; 
there’s a plot for you. 

Met. Ha! O see, I see my rising sun! Light breaks 
thro’ clouds upon me, and J shall live in day——_O my Mask- 
well! How shall I thank or praise thee; thou hast out-witted 
woman. But tell me, how could’st thou thus get into her 
confidence? Ha! How? But was it her contrivance to 
perswade my Lady Plyant to this extravagant belief? 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the truth, I encourag’d it 
for your diversion: tho’ it made you a little uneasie for the 
present, yet the reflection of it must needs be entertaining,— 
I warrant she was very violent at first. 

Met. Ha, ha, ha, ay, a very fury; but I was most afraid 
of her violence at last if you had not come as you did; 
I don’t know what she might have attempted. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper.—Well, you must 
know then, that all my contrivances were but bubbles; ’till 
at last I pretended to have been long secretly in love with 
Cynthia; that did my business; that convinc’d your aunt, I 
might be trusted; since it was as much my interest as hers 
to break the match: then, she thought my jealousie might 
qualifie me to assist her in her revenge. And, in short, in 
that belief, told me the secrets of her heart. At length we 
made this agreement, if I accomplish her designs (as I told 
you before) she has ingag’d to put Cynthia with all her 
fortune into my power. 

Met. She is most gracious in her favour, 
dear Jack, how hast thou contrived? 

Mask. I would not have you stay to hear it now; for 


well, and 
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I don’t know, but she may come this way; I am to meet her 
anon; after that, I’ll tell you the whole matter; be here in 
this gallery an hour hence, by that time I imagine our con- 
sultation may be over. 

Met. I will; ’till then success attend thee. 


SCENE VIII 
MAsKWELL alone 


*Till then, success will attend me; for when I meet you, 
I meet the only obstacle to my fortune. Cynthia, let thy 
beauty gild my crimes; and whatsoever I commit of treach- 
ery or deceit, shall be imputed to me as a merit treachery, 
what treachery? Love cancels all the bonds of friendship, 
and sets men right upon their first foundations. 

Duty to kings, piety to parents, gratitude to benefactors, 
and fidelity to friends, are different and particular ties: but 
the name of rival cuts ’em all asunder, and is a general ac- 
quittance rival is equal, and love like death an uni- 
versal leveller of mankind. Ha! But is there not such a 
thing as honesty? Yes, and whosoever has it about him, 
bears an enemy in his breast: for your honest man, as I 
take it, is that nice, scrupulous, conscientious person, who 
will cheat no body but himself; such another coxcomb, as 
your wise man, who is too hard for all the world, and will 
be made a fool of by no body, but himself: ha, ha, ha. Well 
for wisdom and honesty, give me cunning and hypocrisie; 
oh, ’tis such a pleasure, to angle for fair fac’d fools! Then 
that hungry gudgeon credulity, will bite at any thing 
why, let me see, I have the same face, the same words and 
accents, when I speak what I do think; and when I speak 
what I do not think the very same and dear dissimu- 
lation is the only art, not to be known from nature. 

Why will mankind be fools, and be deceiv’d? 
And why are friends and lovers oaths believ’d? 
When, each, who searches strictly his own mind, 
May so much fraud and power of baseness find. 


[End of the Second A Ci.| 
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vs i LE 


SCENE I, Lorp Toucuwoop and Lapy Toucnwoop 


L. T. My Lord, can you blame my brother Plyant, if 
he refuse his daughter upon this provocation? The con- 
tract’s void by this unheard of impiety. 

Lp. T. I don’t believe it true; he has better principles 
pho, ’tis nonsense. Come, come, I know my Lady Plyant 
has a large eye, and wou’d centre every thing in her own 
circle; ’tis not the first time she has mistaken respect for 
love, and made Sir Paul jealous of the civility of an undesign- 
ing person, the better to bespeak his security in her unfeigned 
pleasures. 

L. T. You censure hardly, my Lord; my sister’s honour 
is very well known. 

Lp. T. Yes, I believe I know some that have been fa- 
miliarly acquainted with it. This is a little trick wrought 
by some pitiful contriver, envious of my nephew’s merit. 

L. T. Nay, my Lord, it may be so, and I hope it will be 
found so: but that will require some time; for in such a case 
as this, demonstration is necessary. 

Lp. T. There should have been demonstration of the 
contrary too, before it had been believ’d 

L. T. So I suppose there was. 

Lp. T. How? Where? When? 

L. T. That I can’t tell; nay I don’t say there was—I am 
willing to believe as favourably of my nephew as I can. 

Lp. T. I don’t know that. [Half aside. 

L. T. How? Don’t you believe that, say you, my Lord? 

Lp. T. No, I don’t say so I confess I am troubled to 
find you so cold in his defence. 

L. T. His defence! Bless me, wou’d you have me defend 
an ill thing. 

Lp. T. You believe it then? 

L. T. I don’t know; I am very unwilling to speak my 
thoughts in any thing that may be to my cousin’s disadvan- 
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tage; besides, I find, my Lord, you are prepared to receive 
an ill impression from any opinion of mine which is not con- 
senting with your own: but since I am like to be suspected 
in the end, and ’tis a pain any longer to dissemble, I own it 
to you; in short I do believe it, nay, and can believe any thing 
worse, if it were laid to his charge—don’t ask me my reasons, 
my Lord, for they are not fit to be told you. — 

Lp. T. I’m amazed, here must be something more than 
ordinary in this. [Aside.] Not fit to be told me, madam? 
You can have no interests, wherein I am not concern’d, and 
consequently the same reasons ought to be convincing to 
me, which create your satisfaction or disquiet. 

L. T. But those which cause my disquiet, I am willing 
to have remote from your hearing. Good my Lord, don’t 
press me. 

Lv. T. Don’t oblige me to press you. 

L. T. Whatever it was, ’tis past: and that is better to 
be unknown which cannot be prevented; therefore let me 
beg you to rest satisfy’d— 

Lp. T. When you have told me, I will— 

L. T. You won’t. 

Lp. T. By my life, my dear, I will. 

L. T. What if you can’t. 

Lv. T. How? Then I must know, nay I will: no more 
trifling I charge you tell me——by all our mutual peace 
to come; upon your duty 

L. T. Nay, my Lord, you need say no more, to make me 
lay my heart before you, but don’t be thus transported; 
compose your self: it is not of concern, to make you lose one 
minute’s temper. "Tis not indeed my dear. Nay, by this 
kiss you shan’t be angry. O Lord, I wish I had not told 
you any thing. Indeed, my Lord, you have frighted me. 
Nay, look pleas’d, I’ll tell you. 

Lp. T. Well, well. 

L. T. Nay, but will you be calm 
but 

Lv. T. But what? 

L. T. But will you promise me not to be angry 


indeed it’s nothing 


nay 
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you must: Not to be angry with Mellefont I dare 
swear he’s sorry and were it to do again, would not 

Lp. T. Sorry, for what? ’*Death, you rack me with 
delay. 

L.T. Nay, no great matter, only—well I have your 
promise, pho, why nothing, only your nephew had a 
mind to amuse himself, sometimes with a little gallantry 
towards me. Nay, I can’t think he meant any thing seriously, 
but methought it look’d odly. 

Lp. T. Confusion and hell, what do I hear! 

L. T. Or, may be, he thought he was not enough a-kin 
to me, upon your account, and had a mind to create a nearer 
relation on his own; a lover you know, my Lord—ha, ha, ha. 
Well but that’s all now you have it; well remember your 
promise, my Lord, and don’t take any notice of it to him. 

Lp. T. No, no, no—damnation! 

L. T. Nay, I swear you must not a little harmless 
mirth—only misplac’d, that’s all—but if it were more, ’tis 
over now, and all’s well. For my part I have forgot it; and 
so has he, I hope—for I have not heard any thing from him 
these two days. 

Lp. T. These two days! Is it so fresh? Unnatural vil- 
lain! ’Death, I’ll have him stripp’d and turn’d naked out of 
my doors this moment, and let him rot and perish, incestuous 
brute! 

L. T. O for Heav’ns sake, my Lord, you’ll ruin me if you 
take such publick notice of it, it will be a town-talk: consider 
your own and my honour—nay, I told you you would not 
be satisfied when you knew it. 

Lp. T. Before I’ve done, I will be satisfy’d. Ungrateful 
monster, how long ?— 

L. T. Lord, I don’t know: I wish my lips had grown to- 
gether when I told you—almost a twelve-month—nay, I 
won’t tell you any more, ’till you are your self. Pray, my 
Lord, don’t let the company see you in this disorder yet, 
I confess, I can’t blame you; for I think I was never so sur- 
priz’d in my life who would have thought my nephew 
could have so misconstrued my kindness—but will you go 
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into your closet, and recover your temper. I’ll make an 
excuse of sudden business to the company, and come to you. 
Pray, good dear my Lord, let me beg you do now: I’ll came 
immediately, and tell you all; will you, my Lord? 

Lp. T. I will—I am mute with wonder. 

L. T. Well but go now, here’s some body coming. 

Lp. T. Well I go—you won’t stay, for I would hear more 
of this. 

L. T. I follow instantly—so. 


SCENE i 
Lavy Toucnwoop, MaskwELL 


- Masx. This was a master-piece, and did not need my 
help—tho’ I stood ready for a cue to come in and confirm all, 
had there been occasion. 

L. T. Have you seen Mellefont? 

Mask. I have; and am to meet him here about this time. 

L. T. How does he bear his disappointment? 

Mask. Secure in my assistance, he seem’d not much 
afflicted, but rather laugh’d at the shallow artifice, which 
so little time must of necessity discover. Yet he is appre- 
hensive of some farther design of yours, and has engaged 
me to watch you. I believe he will hardly be able to prevent 
your plot, yet I would have you use caution and expedition. 

L. T. Expedition indeed; for all we do, must be perform’d 
in the remaining part of this ev’ning, and before the company 
break up; lest my Lord should cool, and have an opportunity 
to talk with him privately—my Lord must not see him again. 

Mask. By no means; therefore you must aggravate my 
Lord’s displeasure to a degree that will admit of no confer- 
ence with him. What think you of mentioning me? 

ROT How? 

Mask. To my Lord, as having been privy to Mellefont’s 
design upon you, but still using my utmost endeavours to 
dissuade him: tho’ my friendship and love to him has made 
me conceal it; yet you may say, I threatned the next time he 
attempted any thing of that kind, to discover it to my Lord. 
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Mask. It will confirm my Lord’s opinion of my honour 
and honesty, and create in him a new confidence in me, 
which (should this design miscarry) will be necessary to the 
forming another plot that I have in my head—to cheat you, 


as well as the rest. [Aside. 
L. T. Tl do it—I’ll tell him you hindred him once from 
forcing me. 


Mask. Excellent! Your Ladyship has a most improving 
fancy. You had best go to my Lord, keep him as long as you 
can in his closet, and I doubt not but you will mould him 
to what you please; your guests are so engaged in their own 
follies and intrigues, they’!] miss neither of you. 

L. T. When shall we meet?—At eight this evening in 
my chamber; there rejoice at our success, and toy an hour 
in mirth. 

Mask. I will not fail. 


SCENE III 
MaskwELt alone 


I know what she means by toying away an hour well 
enough. Pox I have lost all appetite to her; yet she’s a fine 
woman, and I lov’d her once. But I don’t know, since I 
have been in a great measure kept by her, the case is alter’d; 
what was my pleasure is become my duty: and I have as 
little stomach to her now as if I were her husband. Should 
she smoak my design upon Cynthia, I were in a fine pickle. 
She has a damn’d penetrating head, and knows how to in- 
terpret a coldness the right way; therefore I must dissemble 
ardour and ecstasie, that’s resolv’d: how easily and pleasantly 
is that dissembled before fruition! Pox on’t that a man can’t 
drink without quenching his thirst. Ha! yonder comes 
Mellefont thoughtful. Let me think: meet her at eight 
hum ha! By Heav’n I have it if I can speak to my 
Lord before——was it my brain or providence? No matter 
which I will deceive ’em all, and yet secure my self, 
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*twas a lucky thought! Well, this double-dealing is a jewel. 

Here he comes, now for me. 

[Maskwell pretending not to see him, walks by him, and speaks 
as it were to himself. 


SCENE IV 
[To him] MELLEFONT musing 


Mask. Mercy on us, what will the wickedness of this 
world come to? 

Met. How now, Jack? What, so full of contemplation 
that you run over! 

Mask. I’m glad you’re come, for I could not contain 
my self any longer: and was just going to give vent to a 
secret, which no body but you ought to drink down. 
Your aunt’s just gone from hence. 

Met. And having trusted thee with the secrets of her 
soul, thou art villainously bent to discover ’em all to me, ha? 

Mask. I’m afraid my frailty leans that way but I 
don’t know whether I can in honour discover ’em all. 

Met. All, all man: what, you may in honour betray her 
as far as she betrays her self. No tragical design upon my 
person, I hope. 

Mask. No, but it’s a comical design upon mine. 

Met. What dost thou mean? 

Masx. Listen and be dumb, we have been bargaining 
about the rate of your ruin 
Met. Like any two guardians to an orphan heiress —— 
well. 

Mask. And whereas pleasure is generally paid with mis- 
chief, what mischief I do is to be paid with pleasure. 

Met. So when you’ve swallow’d the potion, you sweeten 
your mouth with a plumb. 

Mask. You are merry, sir, but I shall probe your con- 
stitution. In short, the price of your banishment is to be 
paid with the person of: 

Mev. Of Cynthia, and her fortune—why you forget you 
told me this before. 
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Mask. No, no—so far you are right; and I am, as an 
earnest of that bargain, to have full and free possession of 
the person of ——your aunt. 

Mev. Ha! Pho, you trifle. 

Mask. By this light, I’m serious; all raillery apart I 
knew ’twould stun you: this evening at eight she will receive 
me in her bed-chamber. 

Met. Hell and the devil, is she abandon’d of all grace 
why, the woman ‘is possess’d 

Mask. Well, will you go in my stead? 

Met. By Heav’n into a hot furnace sooner: 

Mask. No, you would not—it would not be so conven- 
ient, as I can order matters. 

Met. What d’ye mean! 

Mask. Mean? Not to disappoint the lady I assure you— 
ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks—come, come, I won’t per- 
plex you. *Tis the only thing that providence could have 
contriv’d to make me capable of serving you, either to my 
inclination or your own necessity. 

Met. How, how, for Heav’ns sake, dear Maskwell? 

Mask. Why thus—lI’ll go according to appointment; you 
shall have notice at the critical minute to come and surprize 
your aunt and me together: counterfeit a rage against me, 
and I’ll make my escape through the private passage from 
her chamber, which I’ll take care to leave open: ’twill be 
hard, if then you can’t bring her to any conditions. For this 
discovery will disarm her of all defence, and leave her en- 
tirely at your mercy: nay, she must ever after be in awe of 
you. 

Met. Let me adore thee, my better genius! By Heav’n 
I think it is not in the power of fate to disappoint my hopes— 
my hopes, my certainty! 

Mask. Well, I’ll meet you here, within a quarter of eight, 
and give you notice. 

Met. Good fortune ever go along with thee. 
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SCENE V 
MELLEFONT, CARELESS 


Care. Mellefont, get out o’th’ way, my Lady Plyant’s 
coming, and I shall never succeed while thou art in sight 
Tho’ she begins to tack about; but I made love a great while 
to no purpose. 

Mex. Why, what’s the matter? She’s convince’d that I 
don’t care for her. 

Care. I can’t get an answer from her, that does not 
begin with her honour, or her vertue, her religion, or some 
such cant. Then she has told me the whole history of Sir 
Paul’s nine years courtship; how he has lain for whole nights 
together upon the stairs, before her chamber-door; and that 
the first favour he received from her, was a piece of an old 
scarlet petticoat for a stomacher; which since the day of his 
marriage, he has, out of a piece of gallantry, converted into 
a night-cap, and wears it still with much solemnity on his 
anniversary wedding-night. 

Mer. That I have seen, with the ceremony thereunto 
belonging for on that night he creeps in at the bed’s feet 
like a gull’d bassa that has marry’d a relation of the Grand 
Signior; and that night he has his arms at liberty. Did not 
she tell you at what a distance she keeps him? He has con- 
fess’'d to me that but at certain times, that is I suppose when 
she apprehends being with child, he never has the privilege 
of using the familiarity of a husband with a wife. He was 
once given to scrambling with his hands and sprawling in 
his sleep; and ever since she has him swaddled up in blankets, 
and his hands and feet swath’d down, and so put to bed; 
and there he lies with a great beard, like a Russian bear 
upon a drift of snow. You are very great with him, I wonder 
he never told you his grievances, he will I warrant you. 

Care. Excessively foolish! But that which gives me 
most hopes of her, is her telling me of the many temptations 
she has resisted. 

Mex. Nay, then you have her; for a woman’s bragging 
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to a man that she has overcome temptations, is an argument 
that they were weakly offer’d, and a challenge to him to en- 
gage her more irresistibly. *Tis only an inhancing the price 
of the commodity, by telling you how many customers have 
underbid her. 

Care. Nay, I don’t despair—But still she has a grudging 
to you—I talk’d to her t’other night at my Lord Froth’s 
masquerade, when I’m satisfy’d she knew me, and I had no 
reason to complain of my reception; but I find women are 
not the same bare-faced and in masks,—and a vizor disguises 
their inclinations as much as their faces. - 

Met. ’Tis a mistake, for women may most properly be 
said to be unmask’d when they wear vizors; for that secures 
them from blushing, and being out of countenance, and next 
to being in the dark, or alone, they are most truly themselves 
in a vizor mask. Here they come, I'll leave you. Ply her 
close, and by and by clap a billet doux into her hand: for a 
woman never thinks a man truly in love with her, ’till he 
has been fool enough to think of her out of her sight, and to 
lose so much time as to write to her. 


SCENE VI 
CaRELEss, Sir Paut, and Lapy PLYANntT 


Sir Paut. Shan’t we disturb your meditation, Mr. Care- 
less: you wou’d be private? 

Care. You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that shall 
be always welcome to my privacy. 

Sr Pau. O, sweet sir, you load your humble servants, 
both me and my wife, with continual favours. 

L. P. Sir Paul, what a phrase was there? You will be 
making answers, and taking that upon you, which ought to 
lie upon me: that you should have so little breeding to think 
Mr. Careless did not apply himself to me. Pray what have 
you to entertain any bodies privacy? I swear and declare 
in the face of the world I’m ready to blush for your ignorance. 

S1r Paut. I acquiesce, my Lady; but don’t snub so loud. 

[Aside to her. 
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L. P. Mr. Careless, if a person that is wholly illiterate 
might be supposed to be capable of being qualify’d to make a 
suitable return to those obligations which you are pleased to 
confer upon one that is wholly incapable of being qualify’d 
in all those circumstances, I’m sure I shou’d rather attempt 
it than any thing in the world, [courtesies] for I’m sure there’s 
nothing in the world that I would rather. [Courtesies] But I 
know Mr. Careless is so great a critick and so fine a gentleman, 
that it is impossible for me 

Care. O Heav’ns! Madam, you confound me. 

Str Paut. Gads-bud, she’s a fine person 

L. P. O Lord! Sir, pardon me, we women have not 
those advantages: I know my own imperfections but at 
the same time you must give me leave to declare in the face 
of the world that no body is more sensible of favours and 
things; for with the reserve of my honour, I assure you, 
Mr. Careless, I don’t know any thing in the world I would 
refuse to a person so meritorious you ll pardon my want 
of expression. 

Care. O your Ladyship is abounding in all excellence, 
particularly that of phrase. 

L. P. You are so obliging, sir. 

Care. Your Ladyship is so charming. 

Sir Paut. So, now, now; now, my Lady. 

L. P. So well bred. 

Care. So surprizing. 

L. P. So well drest, so bonne mine, so eloquent, so un- 
affected, so easie, so free, so particular, so agreeable—— 

Stir Paut. Ay, so, so, there. 

Care. O Lord, I beseech you, madam, don’t 

L. P. So gay, so graceful, so good teeth, so fine shape, 
so fine limbs, so fine linnen, and I don’t doubt but you have 
a very good skin, sir. 

Care. For Heav’ns sake, madam—I’m quite out of 
countenance. 

Str Paut. And my Lady’s quite out of breath; or else 
you should hear—Gad’s-bud, you may talk of my Lady 
Froth. 
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Care. O fie, fie, not to be named of a day—my Lady 
Froth is very well in her accomplishments but it is when 
my Lady Plyant is not thought of ——if that can ever be. 

L. P.O you overcome me——that is so excessive. 

Sir Paur. Nay, I swear and vow that was pretty. 

Care. O Sir Paul, you are the happiest man alive. Such 
a Lady! that is the envy of her own sex, and the admiration 
of ours. 

Str Paut. Your humble servant, I am I thank Heav’n 
in a fine way of living, as I may say, peacefully and happily, 
and I think need not envy any of my neighbours, blessed be 
providence——Ay, truly, Mr. Careless, my Lady is a great 
blessing, a fine, discreet, well-spoken woman as you shall 
see—if it becomes me to say so; and we live very comfortably 
together; she is a little hasty sometimes, and so am I; but 
mine’s soon over, and then I’m so sorry—O, Mr. Careless, 
if it were not for one thing— 


SCENE VII 
CarELEss, Sir Paut, Lapy Pryant, Boy with a Letter 


L. P. How often have you been told of that, your jack- 
anapes? 

Str Paut. Gad so, gad’s-bud Tim, carry it to my 
Lady, you should have carry’d it to my Lady first. 

Boy. ’Tis directed to your worship. 

Srr Pau. Well, well, my Lady reads all letters first 
child, do so no more; d’ye hear Tim! 

Boy. No, and please you. 


SCR NE“ ViPt 
CarRELEss, Str Paut, Lapy PLYANT 


Str Paut. A humour of my wife’s, you know women 
have little fancies but as I was telling you, Mr. Careless, 
if it were not for one thing, I should think my self the hap- 
piest man in the world; indeed that touches me near, very 


near. 
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Care. What can that be, Sir Paul? 
Sir Paut. Why, I have, I thank Heaven, a very plentiful 
fortune, a good estate in the country, some houses in town, 
and some mony, a pretty tolerable personal estate; and it is a 
great grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. Careless, that I have not 
a son to inherit this—’tis true, I have a daughter, and a fine 
dutiful child she is, though I say it, blessed be Providence I 
may say; for indeed, Mr. Careless, I am mightily beholden to 
Providence——a poor unworthy sinner but if I had a 
son, ah, that’s my affliction, and my only affliction; indeed 
I cannot refrain tears when it comes in my mind. [Cries. 

Care. Why, methinks that might be easily remedied— 
my Lady’s a fine likely woman 

Str Paut. Oh, a fine likely woman as you shall see in a 
summer’s day—lIndeed she is, Mr. Careless, in all re- 
spects. 

Care. And I should not have taken you to have been 
so old— 

Sir Paut. Alas, that’s not it, Mr. Careless; ah! that’s 
not it; no, no, you shoot wide of the mark a mile; indeed you 
do, that’s not it, Mr. Careless; no, no that’s not it. 

Care. No, what can be the matter then? 

Sir Pau. You'll scarcely believe me, when I shall tell 
you—my lady is so nice—It’s very strange, but it’s true: 
too true—she’s so very nice, that I don’t believe she would 
touch a man for the world—at least not above once a year; 
I’m sure I have found it so; and alas, what’s once a year to 
an old man, who would do good in his generation? Indeed 
it’s true, Mr. Careless, it breaks my heart—I am her husband, 
as I may say; though far unworthy of that honour, yet I am 
her husband; but alas-a-day, I have no more familiarity with 
her person—as to that matter—than with my own mother— 
no indeed. 

Care. Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable story; my Lady 
must be told on’t; she must 7’faith, Sir Paul; ’tis an injury to 
the world. 

Sir Paut. Ah! would to Heav’n you would, Mr. Care- 
less; you are mightily in her favour. 
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Care. I warrant you; what, we must have a son some 
way or other. 

Sir Paut. Indeed, I should be mightily bound to you, 
if you could bring it about, Mr. Careless. 

L. P. Here, Sir Paul, it’s from your steward, here’s a 
return of 600 pounds; you may take fifty of it for the next 
half year. [Gives him the letter. 


SCENE TX 
[To them] Lorp Frortn, CYNTHIA 


Str Paut. How does my girl? come hither to thy father, 
poor lamb, thou’rt melancholick. 

Lp. Frotu. Heav’n, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all things 
in the world you are never pleas’d but when we are all 
upon the broad grin; all laugh and no company; ah, then ’tis 
such a sight to see some teeth—sure you’re a great admirer 
of my Lady Whifler, Mr. Sneer, and Sir Laurence Loud, and 
that gang. 

Sir Paut. I vow and swear she’s a very merry woman, 
but, I think she laughs a little too much. 

Lp. Frota. Merry! O Lord, what a character that is of 
a woman of quality—You have been at my Lady Whifler’s 
upon her day, madam? 

Cynt. Yes my Lord—I must humour this fool. [Aside. 

Lp. Frotu. Well and how? hee! What is your sense of 
the conversation? 

Cynt. O most ridiculous, a perpetual consort of laughing 
without any harmony; for sure, my Lord, to laugh out of 
time, is as disagreeable as to sing out of time or out of tune. 

Lp. Frotn. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my Lady 
Whifler is so ready-——she always comes in three bars too 
soon and then, what do they laugh at? For you know 
laughing without a jest is as impertinent; hee! as, as— 

Cynt. As dancing without a fiddle. 

Lp. Froru. Just ’ifaith, that was at my tongue’s end. 

Cynt. But that cannot be properly said of them, for I 
think they are all in good nature with the world, and only 
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laugh at one another; and you must allow they have all 
jests in their persons, though they have none in their con- 
versation. 

Lp. Froru. True, as I’m a person of honour—For 
Heav’ns sake let us sacrifice °em to mirth a little. 

[Enters boy and whispers Sir Paul. 

Str Pau. Gads so—wife, wife, my Lady Plyant, I have 
a word. ‘ 

L. P. I’m busie, Sir Paul, I wonder at your impertinence— 

Care. Sir Paul, harkee, I’m reasoning the matter you 
know; madam,—if your Ladyship please, we'll discourse of 
this in the next room. 

Str Paut. O ho, I wish you good success, I wish you 
good success. Boy, tell my Lady, when she has done, I 
would speak with her below. 


SCENE X 
Cyntuia, Lorp Frotu, Lapy Frotn, Brisk 


L. Froru. Then you think that Episode between Susan, 
the dairy-maid, and our coach-man is not amiss; you know, 
I may suppose the dairy in town, as well as in the country. 

Brisk. Incomparable, let me perish—But then being an 
heroick poem, had not you better call him a Charioteer? 
Charioteer sounds great; besides your Ladyship’s coach-man 
having a red face, and you comparing him to the sun And 
you know the sun is call’d Heav’ns Charioteer. 

L. Froru. Oh, infinitely better; I’m extreamly beholden 
to you for the hint; stay, we’ll read over those half a score 
lines again. [Pulls out a paper.| Let me see here, you know 
what goes before—the comparison, you know. [Reads.] 


For as the sun shines ev’ry day, 
So of our coach-man I may say. 
Brisk. I’m afraid that simile won’t do in wet weather— 
because you say the sun shines ev’ry day. 
L. Froru. No, for the sun it won’t, but it will do for the 
coach-man, for you know there’s most occasion for a coach 
in wet weather. 
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Brisk. Right, right, that saves all. 

L. Frotu. Then I don’t say the sun shines all the day, 
but that he peeps now and then, yet he does shine all the 
day too, you know, tho’ we don’t see him. 

Brisk. Right, but the vulgar will never comprehend that. 

L. Frotu. Well, you shall hear—Let me see. 

[Reads.] 
For as the sun shines ev’ry day, 
So, of our coach-man I may say, 
He shows his drunken fiery face, 
Just as the sun does, more or less. 

Brisk. That’s right, all’s well, all’s well. “More or less. 

[L. Froth reads.] 

And when at night his labour’s done, 
Then too, like Heav’ns charioteer the sun: 
Ay, Charioteer does better. 
Into the dairy he descends 
And there his whipping and his driving ends; 
There he’s secure from danger of a bilk, 
His fare is paid him, and he sets in milk. 
For Susan, you know, is Thetis, and so— 

Brisk. Incomparable well and proper, igad But I 
have one exception to make——don’t you think bi/k (I know 
its good rhime) but don’t you think bilk and fare too like a 
hackney coach-man? 

L. Froru. I swear and vow I’m afraid so and yet 
our Jehu was a hackney coach-man, when my Lord took him. 

Brisk. Was he? I’m answer’d, if Jehu was a hackney 


coach-man you may put that in the marginal notes tho’, 
to prevent criticism only mark it with a small asterism, 
and say, Jehu was formerly a hackney coach-man. 


L. Froru. I will; you’d oblige me extreamly to write 
notes to the whole poem. 

Brisk. With all my heart and soul, and proud of the 
vast honour, let me perish. 

Lv. Frorn. Hee, hee, hee, my dear, have you done—— 
won’t you join with us, we were laughing at my Lady Whifler, 
and Mr. Sneer. 
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L. Froru. Ay my dear were you? Oh filthy Mr. 
Sneer; he’s a nauseous figure, a most fulsamick fop, foh—he 
spent two days together in going about Covent-Garden to 
suit the lining of his coach with his complexion. 

Lp. Froru. O silly! yet his aunt is as fond of him, as if 
she had brought the ape into the world her self. 

Brisk. Who, my Lady Toothless; O, she’s a mortifying 
spectacle; she’s always chewing the cud like an old ewe. 

Cynt. Fie, Mr. Brisk, eringo’s for her cough. 

L. Frorn. I have seen her take ’em half chew’d out of 
her mouth, to laugh, and then put ’em in again—foh. 

Lp. Frotu. Foh. 

L. Frorn. Then she’s always ready to laugh when Sneer 
offers to speak—and sits in expectation of his no jest, with 
her gums bare, and her mouth open— 

Brisk. Like an oyster at low ebb, i’gad Ha; ha>-hat 

Cynt. [Aside.] Well, I find there are no fools so incon- 
siderable in themselves, but they can render other people 
contemptible by exposing their infirmities. 

L. Frora. Then that t’other great strapping lady I 
can’t hit of her name; the old fat fool that paints so exor- 
bitantly. 

Brisk. I know whom you mean But duce take me I 
can’t hit of her name neither—paints d’ye say? Why she 
lays it on with a trowel then she has a great beard that 
bristles through it, and makes her look as if she were plaister’d 
with lime and hair, let me perish. 

L. Frorn. O you made a song upon her, Mr. Brisk. 

Brisk. He? egad, so I did—my Lord can sing it. 

Cynt. O good my Lord let’s hear it. 

Brisk. *Tis not a song neither—It’s a sort of an epigram, 
or rather an epigrammatick sonnet; I don’t know what to 

call it, but it’s satire. Sing it my Lord. 


Lorp Frortu sings 


Ancient Phillis has young graces, 
’Tis a strange thing, but a true one; 
Shall I tell you how? 
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She her self makes her own faces, 
And each morning wears a new one; 
Where’s the wonder now? - 


Brisk. Short, but there’s salt in’t; my way of writing 
<3 
1 gad. 


SCENE XI 
[To them] Foorman 


L. Frota. How now? 

Foot. Your Ladyship’s chair is come. 

L. Frotu. Is nurse and the child in it? 

Foor. Yes, madam. 

L. Frotu. O the dear creature! Let’s go see it. 

Lp. Frota. I swear, my dear, you'll spoil that child, 
with sending it to and again so often, this is the seventh 
time the chair has gone for her to day. 

L. Froru. O-law, I swear it’s but the sixth and [ 
han’t seen her these two hours—the poor dear creature 
I swear, my Lord, you don’t love poor little Sapho—Come, 
my dear Cynthia, Mr. Brisk, we'll go see Sapho, tho’ my 
Lord won’t. 

Cynt. [Il wait upon your Ladyship. 

Brisk. Pray, madam, how old is Lady Sapho? 

L. Frotu. Three quarters, but I swear she has a world 
of wit, and can sing a tune already. My Lord, won’t you 
go? Won’t you? What not to see Saph? Pray, my Lord, 
come see little Saph. I knew you cou’d not stay. 


SCENE “X11 
Cyntuia, alone 


Cynt. ’Tis not so hard to counterfeit joy in the depth of 
affliction, as to dissemble mirth in company of fools——why 
should I call ’em fools? The world thinks better of ’em; for 
these have quality and education, wit and fine conversation, 
are receiv’d and admir’d by the world—if not, they like and 
admire themselves and why is not that true wisdom, for 
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’tis happiness: and for ought I know, we have misapply’d 
the name all this while, and mistaken the thing: since 


If happiness in self-content is plac’d, 
The wise are wretched, and fools only bless’d. 


[End of the Third Act.} 


AGE TY 


SCENE I, MeEtieront and CyNnTHIA 


Cynt. I heard him loud as I came by the closet-door, 
and my Lady with him, but she seem’d to moderate his 
passion. 

Met. Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle breezes moderate a 
fire; but I shall counter-work her spells, and ride the witch 
in her own bridle. 

Cynt. It’s impossible; she’ll cast beyond you still—I’ll 
lay my life it will never be a match. 


Met. What? 
CyntT. Between you and me. 
Met. Why so? 


Cynt. My mind gives me it won’t because we are 
both willing; we each of us strive to reach the goal, and 
hinder one another in the race; I swear it never does well 
when the parties are so agreed for when people walk 
hand in hand, there’s neither overtaking nor meeting: we 
hunt in couples where we both pursue the same game, but 
forget one another; and ’tis because we are so near that we 
don’t think of coming together. 

Met. Hum, ’gad I believe there’s something in’t; 
marriage is the game that we hunt, and while we think that 
we only have it in view, I don’t see but we have it in our 
power. 

Cynt. Within reach; for example, give me your hand; 
you have look’d through the wrong end of the perspective 
all this while; for nothing has been between us but our fears. 

Met. I don’t know why we should not steal out of the 
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house this very moment and marry one another, without 
consideration or the fear of repentance. Pox o’fortune, por- 
tion, settlements and jointures. 

Cynt. Ay, ay, what have we to do with ’em; you know 
we marry for love. 

Met. Love, love, down-right very villainous love. 

Cynt. And he that can’t live upon love, deserves to die 
in a ditch.—Here then, I give you my promise, in spight of 
duty, any temptation of wealth, your inconstancy, or my 
own inclination to change 

Met. To run most wilfully and unreasonably away with 
me this moment, and be married. 

Cynt. Hold never to marry any body else. 

Met. That’s but a kind of negative consent—why, you 
won’t baulk the frolick? 

Cynt. If you had not been so assured of your own con- 
duct I would not But ’tis but reasonable that since I 
consent to like a man without the vile consideration of mony, 
he should give me a very evident demonstration of his wit: 
therefore let me see you undermine my Lady Touchwood, 
as you boasted, and force her to give her consent, and then— 

Met. [’ll do it. 

Cynt. And [ll do’t. 

Mev. This very next ensuing hour of eight a clock, is 
the last minute of her reign, unless the devil assist her in 
propria persona. 

Cynt. Well, if the devil should assist her, and your plot 
miscarry. 

Met. Ay, what am I to trust to then? 

Cynt. Why if you give me very clear demonstration that 
it was the devil, I’ll allow for irresistible odds. But if I find 
it to be only chance, or destiny, or unlucky stars, or any 
thing but the very devil, I’m inexorable: only still Pll keep 
my word, and live a maid for your sake. 

Met. And you won't die one, for your own, so still there’s 
hope. 

Cynt. Here’s my mother-in-law, and your friend Care- 
less, I would not have ’em see us together yet. 
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SCENE II 
CaRELESs and Lapy PLYANT 


L. P. I swear, Mr. Careless, you are very allurmg—and 
say so many fine things, and nothing is so moving to me as a 
fine thing. Well, I must do you this justice, and declare in 
the face of the world, never any body gain’d so far upon me 
as your self; with blushes I must own it, you have shaken, as 
I may say, the very foundation of my honour—well, sure 
if I escape your importunities, I shall value my self as long 
as I live, I swear. 

Care. And despise me. [Sighing. 

L. P. The last of any man in the world, by my purity; 
now you make me swear—O gratitude forbid, that I should 
ever be wanting in a respectful acknowledgment of an intire 
resignation of all my best wishes, for the person and parts 
of so accomplish’d a person, whose merit challenges much 
more, I’m sure, than my illiterate praises can description 

Care. [In a whining tone.| Ah Heav’ns, madam, you 
ruin me with kindness; your charming tongue pursues the 
victory of your eyes, while at your feet your poor adorer dies. 

L. P. Ah! Very fine. 

Care. [Sttll whining.| Ah why are you so fair, so be- 
witching fair? O let me grow to the ground here, and feast 
upon that hand; O let me press it to my heart, my trembling 
heart, the nimble movement shall instruct your pulse, and 
teach it to alarm desire. (Zoons I’m almost at the end of 
my cant, if she does not yield quickly.) [Aside. 

L. P.O that’s so passionate and fine, I cannot hear it 
I am not safe if I stay, and must leave you. 

Care. And must you leave me! Rather let me languish 
out a wretched life, and breath my soul beneath your feet. 
(I must say the same thing over again, and can’t help it.) 

[Aside. 

L. P. I swear I’m ready to languish too——O my hon- 
our! Whither is it going? I protest you have given me the 
palpitation of the heart. 
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Care. Can you be so cruel? 

L. P. Orise I beseech you, say no more ’till you rise 
why did you kneel so long? I swear I was so transported, I 
did not see it. Well, to shew you how far you have gain’d 
upon me; I assure you if Sir Paul should die, of all mankind 
there’s none I’d sooner make my second choice. 

Care. O Heav’n! I can’t out-live this night without 
your favour I feel my spirits faint, a general dampness 
over-spreads my face, a cold deadly dew already vents 
through all my pores, and will to morrow wash me for ever 
from your sight, and drown me in my tomb. 

L. P.O you have conquer’d, sweet, melting, moving Sir, 
you have conquer’d what heart of marble can refrain to 


weep, and yield to such sad sayings.— [Cries. 
Care. I thank Heav’n, they are the saddest that I ever 
said oh! (I shall never contain laughter.) [ Aside. 


L. P. Oh, I yield my self all up to your uncontroulable 
embraces say, thou dear dying man, when, where, and 
how.—Ah, there’s Sir Paul. 

Care. ’Slife, yonder’s Sir Paul, but if he were not come, 
I’m so transported I cannot speak This note will inform 
you. [Gives her a note. 


SCENE III 
Lapy Pryant, Sir Paut, CYNTHIA 


Sir Pau. Thou art my tender lambkin, and shalt do 
what thou wilt but endeavour to forget this Mellefont. 

Cynt. I would obey you to my power, sir; but if I have 
not him, I have sworn never to marry. 

Sir Paut. Never to marry! Heav’ns forbid; must I 
neither have sons nor grandsons? must the family of the 
Plyants be utterly extinct for want of issue male. Oh im- 
piety! But did you swear, did that sweet creature swear! 
ha? How durst you swear without my consent, ah? Gads- 
bud, who am I? 

Cynt. Pray don’t be angry, sir, when I swore, I had your 
consent; and therefore I swore. 

Sir Paut. Why then the revoking my consent does an-. 
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nul, or make of none effect your oath: so you may unswear 
it again the law will allow it. 

Cynt. Ay, but my conscience never will. 

Sir Paut. Gads-bud no matter for that, conscience and 
law never go together; you must not expect that. 

L. P. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if she has sworn, d’ye 
mark me, if she has once sworn; it is most unchristian, in- 
human, and obscene that she shou’d break it. T’ll make 
up the match again, because Mr. Careless said it would 
oblige him. [Aside. 

Str Paut. Does your Ladyship conceive so——Why I 
was of that opinion once too—nay if your Ladyship conceives 
so, I’m of that opinion again; but I can neither find my Lord 
nor my Lady to know what they intend. 

L. P. I’m satisfy’d that my Cousin Mellefont has been 
much wrong’d. 

Cynt. [Aside.] I’m amaz’d to find her of our side, for 
I’m sure she lov’d him. 

L. P. I know my Lady Touchwood has no kindness for 
him; and besides I have been inform’d by Mr. Careless, that 
Mellefont had never any thing more than a profound re- 
spect that he has own’d himself to be my admirer ’tis 
true, but he was never so presumptuous to entertain any 
dishonourable notions of things; so that if this be made 
plain I don’t see how my daughter can in conscience, or 
honour, or any thing in the world 

Sir Paut. Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your 
mother says, child 

L. P. Plain! I was inform’d of it by Mr. Careless—and 
I assure you Mr. Careless is a person—that has a most ex- 
traordinary respect and honour for you, Sir Paul. 

Cynt. [Aside.] And for your Ladyship too, I believe, or 
else you had not chang’d sides so soon; now I begin to find it. 

Sir Paut. I am much obliged to Mr. Careless really, he 
is a person that I have a great value for, not only for that, 
but because he has a great veneration for your Ladyship. 

L. P.O las, no indeed, Sir Paul, ’tis upon your account. 

Str Paut. No I protest and vow, I have no title to his 
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esteem, but in having the honour to appertain in some 
measure to your Ladyship, that’s all. 

L. P.O law now, I swear and declare, it shan’t be so, 
you’re too modest, Sir Paul. 

Str Paut. It becomes me, when there is any comparison 
made, between: 

L. P. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you’ll put me out of counte- 
nance—your very obedient and affectionate wife; that’s all— 
and highly honour’d in that title. 

Sir Pau. Gads-bud I am transported! Give me leave 
to kiss your Ladyship’s hand. 

Cynt. That my poor father should be so very silly. 

[Aside. 

L. P. My lip indeed, Sir Paul, I swear you shall. 

[He kisses her, and bows very low. 

Stir Paut. I humbly thank your Ladyship——I don’t 
know whether I fly on ground, or walk in air Gads-bud, 
she was never thus before Well, I must own my self the 
most beholden to Mr. Careless as sure as can be this is 
all his doing, something that he has said; well, ’tis a 
rare thing to have an ingenious friend. Well, your Ladyship 
is of opinion that the match may go forward. 

L. P. By all means Mr. Careless has satisfy’d me of 
the matter. 

Srr Paut. Well, why then lamb you may keep your oath, 
but have a care of making rash vows; come hither to me, and 
kiss Papa. 

L. P.. I swear and declare, I am in such a twitter to read 
Mr. Careless his letter, that I can’t forbear any longer—but 
though I may read all letters first by prerogative, yet I’ll be 
sure to be unsuspected this time.—Sir Paul. 

Sir Paut. Did your Ladyship call? 

L. P. Nay, not to interrupt you my dear—only lend me 
your letter, which you had from your Steward to day: I 
would look upon the account again; and may be increase 
your allowance. 

Sir Paut. There it is, madam; do you want a pen and 
ink? [Bows and gives the letter. 
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L. P. No, no, nothing else, I thank you, Sir Paul.—So 
now I can read my own letter under the cover of his. [4side. 

Srr Paut. He? And wilt thou bring a grandson at nine 
months end he? A brave chopping boy. I'll settle 
a thousand pound a year upon the rogue as soon as ever he 
looks me in the face, I will gads-bud. I’m overjoy’d to think 
I have any of my family that will bring children into the 
world. For I would fain have some resemblance of my self 
in my posterity, he Thy? Can’t you contrive that affair girl? 
Do gads-bud, think on thy old father; heh? Make the young 
rogue as like as you can. 

Cynt. I’m glad to see you so merry, sir. 

Str Paut. Merry, gads-bud I’m serious, I'll give thee 
soo I. for every inch of him that resembles me; ah this eye, 
this left eye! A thousand pound for this left eye. This has 
done execution in its time girl; why thou hast my leer hussey, 
just thy father’s leer. Let it be transmitted to the young 
rogue by the help of imagination; why ’tis the mark of our 
family Thy; our house is distinguish’d by a languishing eye, 
as the house of Austria is by a thick lip. Ah! when I was 
of your age hussey, I would have held fifty to one, I could 
have drawn my own picture—gads-bud I could have done 
not so much as you neither, but nay, don’t blush 

Cynt. I don’t blush, sir, for I vow I don’t understand— 

Sir Pau. Pshaw, pshaw, you fib you baggage, you do 
understand, and you shall understand; come don’t be so 
nice, gads-bud don’t learn after your mother-in-law my Lady 
here: marry Heav’n forbid that you should follow her ex- 
ample, that would spoil all indeed. Bless us, if you should 
take a vagarie and make a rash resolution on your wedding 
night, to die a maid, as she did; all were ruin’d, all my hopes 
lost my heart would break, and my estate would be left 
to the wide world, he? I hope you are a better Christian 
than to think of living a nun; he? Answer me? 

Cynt. I’m all obedience, sir, to your commands. 

L. P. [Having read the letter.| O dear Mr. Careless, I 
swear he writes charmingly, and he looks charmingly, and 
he has charm’d me, as much as I have charm’d him; and so 
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Pll tell him in the wardrobe when ’tis dark. O crimine! I 
hope Sir Paul has not seen both letters. 

[Puts the wrong letter hastily up, and gives him her own. 
Sir Paul, here’s your letter, to morrow morning I'll settle 
accounts to your advantage. 


SCENE IV 
[To them] Brisk 


Brisk. Sir Paul, gads-bud you’re an uncivil person, let 
me tell you, and-all that; and I did not think it had been in 
you. 

Srr Paut. O law, what’s the matter now? I hope you 
are not angry, Mr. Brisk. 

Brisk. Deuce take me I believe you intend to marry 
your daughter your self; you’re always brooding over her 
like an old hen, as if she were not well hatch’d, gad, 
he? 

Sir Paut. Good strange! Mr. Brisk is such a merry 
facetious person, he, he, he. No, no, I have done with her, 
I have done with her now. 

Brisk. The fiddles have stay’d this hour in the hall, and 
my Lord Froth wants a partner, we can never begin without 
her. 

Sir Paut. Go, go child, go, get you gone and dance and 
be merry, I’ll come and look at you by and by.—Where’s 
my son Mellefont? 

L. P. I’ll send him to them, I know where he is— 

Brisk. Sir Paul, will you send Careless into the hall if 
you meet him. 

Sir Pau. I will, I will, I’ll go and look for him on pur- 


pose. 
SCENE V 
Brisk alone 


Brisk. So now they are all gone, and I have an oppor- 
tunity to practise. Ah! My dear Lady Froth! She’s a 
most engaging creature, if she were not so fond of that damn’d 
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coxcombly Lord of hers; and yet I am forced to allow him 
wit too, to keep in with him-——no matter, she’s a woman of 
parts, and i’gad parts will carry her. She said she would 
follow me into the gallery—now to make my approaches 
hem hem! Ah ma- [Bows.] dam!—Pox on’t, why should I 
disparage my parts by thinking what to say? None but dull 
rogues think; witty men, like rich fellows, are always ready 
for all expences; while your blockheads, like poor needy 
scoundrels, are forced to examine their stock, and forecast the 
changes of the day. Here she comes, I’ll seem not to see 
her, and try to win her with a new airy invention of my own, 
hem! 


SCENE VI 
[To him] Lapy Frotu 


Brisk. [Sings, walking about.| I’m sick with love, ha, ha, ha, 
prithee come cure me. 
I’m sick with, &c. 
O ye pow’rs! O my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth! 
My Lady Froth! Heigho! Break heart; gods I thank you. 
[Stands musing with his arms a-cross. 

L. Frots. O Heav’ns, Mr. Brisk! What’s the matter? 

Brisk. My Lady Froth! Your Ladyship’s most humble 
servant;—the matter, madam? Nothing, madam, nothing 
at alli’gad. I was fallen into the most agreeable amusement 
in the whole province of contemplation: that’s all (Pil 
seem to conceal my passion, and that will look like respect.) 

[Aside. 

L. Frotu. Bless me, why did you call out upon me so 
loud ?— 

Brisk. O Lord, I, madam! I beseech your Ladyship— 
when? 

L. Froru. Just now as I came in, bless me, why don’t 
you know it? . 

Brisk. Not I, let me perish—but did I! Strange! I con- 
fess your Ladyship was in my thoughts; and I was in a sort of 
dream that did in a manner represent a very pleasing object 
to my imagination, but but did I indeed?—To see how 
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love and murder will out. But did I really name my Lady 
Froth? 

L. Frotu. Three times aloud, as I love letters—but did 
you talk of love? O Parnassus! Who would have thought 
Mr. Brisk could have been in love, ha, ha, ha. O Heav’ns I 
thought you cou’d have no mistress but the nine Muses. 

Brisk. No more I have i’gad, for I adore ’em all in your 
Ladyship let me perish, I don’t know whether to be 
splenatick, or airy upon’t; the deuce take me if I can tell 
whether I am glad or sorry that your Ladyship has made the 
discovery. f 

L. Frotn. O be merry: by all means—Prince Volscius in 
Love! Ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. O barbarous, to turn me into ridicule! Yet, ha, 
ha, ha. The deuce take me, I can’t help laughing my self, 
ha, ha, ha; yet by Heav’ns I have a violent passion for your 
Ladyship, seriously. 

L. Frotu. Seriously? Ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. Seriously, ha, ha, ha. Gad I have, for all I laugh. 

L. Froru. Ha, ha, ha! What d’ye think I laugh at? 
dia.. iva, la. 

Brisk. Me i’gad, ha, ha. 

L. Frotu. No the deuce take me if I don’t laugh at my 
self; for hang me if I have not a violent passion for Mr. 
Brisk, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. Seriously? 

L. Froru. Seriously, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. That’s well enough; let me perish, ha, ha, ha. O 
miraculous, what a happy discovery. Ah my dear charming 
Lady Froth! 

L. Froru. Oh my adored Mr. Brisk! [Embrace. 


SCENE VII 
[To them] Lorp FRrotH 


Lp. Frotu. The company are all ready—how now! 
Brisk. Zoons, madam, there’s my Lord. [Softly to her. 
L. Frotu. Take no notice but observe me now 


f y 
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cast off, and meet me at the lower end of the room, and then 
join hands again; I could teach my Lord this dance purely, 
but I vow, Mr. Brisk, I can’t tell how to come so near any 
other man. Oh here’s my Lord, now you shall see me do 
it with him. 
[They pretend to practise part of a country dance. 

Lp. Frotu.—Oh I see there’s no harm yet—But I don’t 
like this familiarity. [ Aside. 

L. FRortu. Shall you and I do our close dance, to show 
Mr. Brisk? 

Lp. Frotu. No, my dear, do it with him. 

L. Frotu. Tl do it with him, my Lord, when you are out 
of the way. 

Brisk. ‘That’s good i’gad, that’s good. Deuce take me I 
can hardly hold laughing in his face. [Aside. 

Lp. Frotu. Any other time, my dear, or we'll dance it 
below. 

L. Frotu. With all my heart. 

Brisk. Come my Lord, Pll wait on you—my charming 
witty angel! [To her. 

L. Frota. We shall have whispering time enough, you 
know, since we are partners. 


SORME WiLEe 
Lapy PLyant, and CARELESS 


L. P. O Mr. Careless, Mr. Careless, I’m ruin’d, I’m un- 
done. 

Care. What’s the matter, madam? 

L. P. Othe unlucky’st accident, I’m afraid I shan’t live 
to tell it you. 

Care. Heav’n forbid! What is it? 

L. P. I’m in such a fright; the strangest quandary and 
premunire! I’m all over in a universal agitation, I dare swear 
every circumstance of me trembles. O your letter, your 
letter! By an unfortunate mistake, I have given Sir Paul 
your letter instead of his own. 

Care. That was unlucky.- 
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L. P. Oyonder he comes reading of it, for Heav’ns sake 
step in here and advise me quickly, before he sees. 


SCENE IX 
Sir Paut with the Letter 


Sm Paut.—O Providence, what a conspiracy have I 
discover’d but let me see to make an end on’t. 
[Reads] Hum—after supper in the wardrobe by the gallery. If 
Sir Paul should surprize us, I have a commission from him to 
treat with you about the very matter of fact—Matter of fact! 
Very pretty; it seems then I am conducing to my own 
cuckoldom; why this is the very traiterous position of taking 
up arms by my authority, against my person! Well, let me 
see till then I languish in expectation of my adored 
charmer. Dying Ned. Careless. 
Gads-bud, would that were matter of fact too. Die and be 
damn’d for a Judas Maccabeus, and Iscariot both. O friend- 
ship! What art thou but a name! Henceforward let no 
man make a friend that would not be a cuckold: for whomso- 
ever he receives into his bosom, will find the way to his 
bed, and there return his caresses with interest to his wife. 
Have I for this been pinion’d night after night for three 
years past? Have I been swath’d in blankets ’till I have 
been even depriv’d of motion? Have I approach’d the 
marriage bed with reverence as to a sacred shrine, and deny’d 
my self the enjoyment of lawful domestick pleasures to pre- 
serve its purity, and must I now find it polluted by foreign 
iniquity? O my Lady Plyant, you were chaste as ice, but 
you are melted now, and false as water. But Providence 
has been constant to me in discovering this conspiracy; still 
I am beholden to Providence, if it were not for Providence, 
sure poor Sir Paul thy heart would break. 


SCENE X 
[To him] Lapy PLYANT 


L. P. So, Sir, I see you have read the letter,—Well now, 
Sir Paul, what do you think of your friend Careless? Has he 
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been treacherous, or did you give his insolence a license to 
make trial of your wife’s suspected virtue? D’ye see here? 

[Snatches the letter as 1n anger. 
Look, read it? Gad’s my life if I thought it were so, I would 
this moment renounce all communication with you. Un- 
grateful monster! He? Isitso? Ay, I see it, a plot upon my 
honour; your guilty cheeks confess it: oh where shall wrong’d 
virtue fly for reparation! I’ll be divorced this instant. 

Sir Paut. Gads-bud what shall I say? This is the strang- 
est surprize!_ Why I don’t know any thing at all, nor I don’t 
know whether there be any thing at all in the world, or no. 

L. P. I thought I should try you, false man. I that never 
dissembled in my life: yet to make trial of you, pretended 
to like that monster of iniquity, Careless, and found out that 
contrivance to let you see this letter; which now I find was 
of your own inditing—I do heathen, I do; see my face no 
more; I'll be divorced presently. 

Str Paut. O strange, what will become of me!—I’m so 
amaz’d, and so overjoy’d, so afraid, and so sorry.—But did 
you give me this letter on purpose, he? Did you? 

L. P. Did I? Do you doubt me, Turk, Sarazen? I have 
a cousin that’s a proctor in the commons, I’ll go to him in- 
stantly. 

Sir Paut. Hold, stay, I beseech your Ladyship 
so overjoy’d, stay, Ill confess all. 

L. P. What will you confess, Jew? 

Sir Paut. Why now as I hope to be saved, I had no 
hand in this letter nay hear me, I beseech your Ladyship: 
the devil take me now if he did not go beyond my commis- 
sion—if I desired him to do any more than speak a good 
word only just for me; gads-bud only for poor Sir Paul, I’m 
an Anabaptist, or a Jew, or what you please to call me. 

L. P. Why is not here matter of fact? © 

Sm Paut. Ay, but by your own virtue and continency 
that matter of fact is all his own doing.—I confess I had a 
great desire to have some honours conferr’d upon me, which 
lye all in your Ladyship’s breast, and he being a well-spoken 
man, I| desired him to intercede for me. 


lm 
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L. P. Did you so, presumption! Oh! he comes, the 
Tarquin comes; I cannot bear his sight. 


SCENE XI 
CarELEss, Sir Pau 


Care. Sir Paul, I’m glad I’ve met with you, ’gad I have 
said all I could, but can’t prevail then my friendship to 
you has carry’d me a little farther in this matter— 

Str Pau. Indeed well sir T’ll dissemble with him 
a little. : [ Aside. 

Care. Why faith I have in my time known honest gentle- 
men abused by a pretended coyness in their wives, and I had 
a mind to try my lady’s virtue—and when I could not pre- 
vail for you, ’gad I pretended to be in love my self—but all in 
vain, she would not hear a word upon that subject: then I 
writ a letter to her; I don’t know what effects that will have, 
but I’ll be sure to tell you when I do, tho’ by this light I 
believe her virtue is impregnable. 

Sir Paut. O Providence! Providence! What discoveries 
are here made? Why, this is better and more miraculous 
than the rest. 

Care. What do you mean? 

Sir Paut. I can’t tell you, I’m so overjoy’d; come along 
with me to my Lady, I can’t contain my self; come my dear 
friend. 

Care. So, so, so, this difficulty’s over. [ Aside. 


SCENE XII 
Me.ueront, MaskwELt, from different Doors 


Met. Masxwe.t! I have been looking for you—’tis 
within a quarter of eight. 

Mask. My Lady is just gone into my Lord’s closet, you 
had best steal into her chamber before she comes, and lye 
concealed there, otherwise she may lock the door when we are 
together, and you not easily get in to surprize us. 

Mev. He? You say true. 
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Masx. You had best make haste, for after she has made 
some apology to the company for her own, and my Lord’s 
absence all this while, she’ll retire to her chamber in- 
stantly. 

Met. Igothis moment: now fortune I defie thee. 


SCENE XIII 
MaSsKwWELL, alone 


Mask. I confess you may be allow’d to be secure in your 
own opinion; the appearance is very fair, but I have an after- 
game to play that shall turn the tables, and here comes the 
man that I must manage. 


DINE: gy 
[To him] Lorp Toucnwoop 


Lp. T. Maskwell, you are the man I wish’d to meet. 

Mask. I am happy to be in the way of your Lordship’s 
commands. 

Lp. Toucu. I have always found you prudent and careful 
in any thing that has concern’d me or my family. 

Mask. I were a villain else I am bound by duty and 
gratitude, and my own inclination, to be ever your Lordship’s 
servant. 

Lv. Toucu. Enough you are my friend; I know it: 
yet there has been a thing in your knowledge, which has 
concern’d me nearly, that you have conceal’d from me. 

Mask. My Lord! 

Lp. Toucu. Nay, I excuse your friendship to my un- 
natural nephew thus far—but I know you have been privy to 
his impious designs upon my wife. This ev’ning she has told 
me all: her good nature conceal’d it as long as was possible; 
but he perseveres so in villany, that she has told me even you 
were weary of dissuading him, though you have once actually 
hindered him from forcing her. 

Mask. Iam sorry, my Lord, I can’t make you an answer; 
this is an occasion in which I-would not willingly be silent. 
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Lp. Toucu. I know you would excuse him 
know as well that you can’t. 

Mask. Indeed I was in hopes t’had been a youthful 
heat that might have soon boil’d over; but 

Lp. Toucu. Say on. 

Mask. I have nothing more to say, my Lord but 
to express my concern; for I think his frenzy increases 
daily. 

Lp. Toucu. How! Give me but proof of it, ocular proof, 
that I may justifie my dealing with him to the world, and 
share my fortunes. 

Mask. O my Lord! consider that is hard: besides, time 
may work upon him: then, for me to do it! I have profess’d 
an everlasting friendship to him. 

Lp. Toucu. He is your friend, and what am I? 

Mask. I am answered. 

L. Toucu. Fear not his displeasure; I will put you out 
of his, and fortune’s power, and for that thou art scrupulously 
honest, I will secure thy fidelity to him, and give my honour 
never to own any discovery that you shall make me. Can 
you give me a demonstrative proof? Speak. 

Mask. I wish I could not To be plain, my Lord, I 
intended this ev’ning to have try’d all arguments to dissuade 
him from a design, which I suspect; and if I had not suc- 
ceeded, to have informed your Lordship of what I knew. 

Lp. Toucu. I thank you. What is the villain’s purpose? 

Mask. He has own’d nothing to me of late, and what I 
mean now, is only a bare suspicion of my own. If your 
Lordship will meet me a quarter of an hour hence there, in 
that lobby by my Lady’s bed-chamber, I shall be able to tell 
you more. 

Lp. Toucn. I will. 

Mask. My duty to your Lordship, makes me do a severe 
piece of justice.— 

Lp. Toucu. I will be secret, and reward your honesty 
beyond your hopes. 
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SCENE:XV 
SCENE opening shews Lapy Toucuwoop’s Chamber 
MELLEFONT solus 


Met. Pray Heav’n my aunt keep touch with her assigna- 
tion——Oh that her Lord were but sweating behind this 
hanging, with the expectation of what I shall see—hist, she 
comes little does she think what a mine is just ready to 
spring under her feet. But to my post. 

[Goes behind the hangings. 


SCENE XVI 
Lapy Toucuwoop 


L. Toucn. ’Tis eight a clock: methinks I should have 
found him here. Who does not prevent the hour of love, out- 
stays the time; for to be dully punctual, is too slow.—I was 
accusing you of neglect. 


SCENE XVII 
Lapy Toucuwoop, MaskwEL1L, 
MELLEFONT absconding 


Mask. I confess you do reproach me when I see you here 
before me; but ’tis fit I should be still behind hand, still to 
be more and more indebted to your goodness. 

L. Toucn. You can excuse a fault too well, not to have 
been to blame—a ready answer shews you were prepar’d. 

Mask. Guilt is ever at a loss, and confusion waits upon 
it; when innocence and bold truth are always ready for ex- 
pression— 

L. Toucn. Not in love; words are the weak support of 
cold indifference; love has no language to be heard. 

Mask. Excess of joy has made me stupid! Thus may 
my lips be ever clos’d. [Kisses her.] And thus—oh who 
would not lose his speech, upon condition to have joys 
above it? 
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L. Toucu. Hold, let me lock the door first. 
[Goes to the door. 
Mask. [Aside.] That I believ’d; ’twas well I left the 
private passage open. 
L. Toucu. So, that’s safe. 
Mask. And so may all your pleasures be, and secret as 
this kiss 
Met. And may all treachery be thus discover’d. 


[Leaps out. 
L. Toucu. Ah! [Shrieks. 
Met. Villain! . [Offers to draw. 
Mask. Nay then, there’s but one way. [Runs out. 


SCENE XVIII 
Lapy Toucuwoop, MELLEFONT 


Met. Say you so, were you provided for an escape? 
Hold, madam, you have no more holes to your burrough, I'll 
stand between you and this sally-port. 

L. Toucn. Thunder strike thee dead for this deceit, 
immediate lightning blast thee, me and the whole world 
Oh! I could rack my self, play the vulture to my own heart, 
and gnaw it piecemeal, for not boding to me this mis- 
fortune. 

Met. Be patient. 

L. Toucu. Be damn’d. 

Met. Consider I have you on the hook; you will but 
flounder your self a weary, and be .nevertheless my 
prisoner. 

L. Toucu. I'll hold my breath and die, but I'll be free. 

Met. O madam, have a care of dying unprepard, I 
doubt you have some unrepented sins that may hang heavy, 
and retard your flight. 

L. Toucn. O! what shall Ido? say? Whither shall I 
turn? Has hell no remedy? 

Met. None, hell has serv’d you ev’n as Heav’n has done, 
left you to your self. You’re in a kind of Erasmus Para- 
dice; yet if you please you may make it a purgatory; and with 
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a little penance and my absolution all this may turn to good 
account. 

L. Toucu. [Aside] Hold in my passion, and fall, fall 
a little thou swelling heart; let me have some intermission 
of this rage, and one minute’s coolness to dissemble. 

[She weeps. 

Met. You have been to blame.—lI like those tears, and 
hope they are of the purest kind penitential tears. 

L. Toucu. O the scene was shifted quick before me 
I had not time to think—I was surprised to see a monster in 
the glass, and now I find ’tis my self; can you have mercy to 
forgive the faults I have imagin’d, but never put in practice 
O consider, consider how fatal you have been to me, you 
have already kill’d the quiet of this life. The love of you, was 
the first wand’ring fire that e’er misled my steps, and while I 
had only that in view, I was betray’d into unthought of ways 
of ruin. 

Met. May I believe this true? 

L. Toucuw. O be not cruelly incredulous——How can you 
doubt these streaming eyes? Keep the severest eye o’er all 
my future conduct; and if I once relapse, let me not hope 
forgiveness, ’twill ever be in your power to ruin me—my Lord 
shall sign to your desires; I will my self create your happiness, 
and Cynthia shall be this night your bride—do but conceal 
my failings, and forgive. 

Met. Upon such terms I will be ever yours in ev’ry honest 
way. 


SCENE XIX 
MASKWELL Softly introduces Lorp ToucHwoop, and retires 


Mask. I have kept my word, he’s here, but I must not be 
seen. . 


SCENE XX 
Lapy Toucuwoop, Lorp Toucawoop, MELLEFONT 


Lp. Toucu. Hell and amazement, she’s in tears. 
L. Toucn. [Kneeling.] Eternal blessings thank you 


| 
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ha! My Lord list’ning! O Fortune has o’erpaid me all, all! 
all’s my own! [Aside. 

Met. Nay, I beseech you rise. 

L. Toucn. [Aloud.] Never, never! ['ll grow to the 
ground, be buried quick beneath it, e’er I’ll be consenting 
to so damn’d a sin as incest! unnatural incest! 

Met. Ha! 

L. Toucu. O cruel man, will you not let me go—l’ll 
forgive all that’s past—O Heav’n, you will not ravish me! 

Met. Damnation! 

Lp. Toucu. Monster, dog! your life shall answer this 

[Draws and runs at Mellefont, is held by Lady Touchwood. 

L. Toucu. O Heav’ns my Lord! Hold, hold for Heav’ns 
sake. 

Met. Confusion, my uncle! O the damn’d sorceress. 
_ L. Toucu. Moderate your rage, good my Lord! He’s 
mad, alas he’s mad indeed he is my Lord, and knows not 
what he does—see how wild he looks. 

Met. By Heav’n ’twere senseless not to be mad, and see 
such witchcraft. 

L. Toucu. My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 

Lp. Toucn. Hence from my sight, thou living infamy to 
my name; when next I see that face, I’ll write villain in’t 
with my sword’s point. 

Met. Now, by my soul, I will not go ’till I have made 
known my wrongs nay, ’till I have made known yours, 
which (if possible) are greater—though she has all the host 
of hell her servants. 

L. Toucu. Alas he raves! Talks very poetry! For 
Heav’ns sake away my Lord, he’ll either tempt you to 
extravagance, or commit some himself. 

Met. Death and furies, will you not hear me Why 
by Heav’n she laughs, grins, points to your back; she forks 
out cuckoldom with her fingers, and you’re running horn- 
mad after your fortune. 

[As she is going she turns back and smiles at him. 

Lp. Toucu. I fear he’s mad indeed Let’s send Mask- 


well to him. 
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Met. Send him to her. 
L. Toucn. Come, come, good my Lord, my heart akes 
so, I shall faint if I stay. 


SCENE XXI 
MELLEFONT alone 


Met. OI could curse my stars, fate, and chance; all 
causes and accidents of fortune in this life! But to what 
purpose? Yet, ’sdeath, for a man to have the fruit of all his 
industry grow full and ripe, ready to drop into his mouth, 
and just when he holds out his hand to gather it, to have a 
sudden whirlwind come, tear up tree and all, and bear away 
the very root and foundation of his hopes; what temper can 
contain? They talk of sending Maskwell to me; I never 
had more need of him—but what can he do? Imagination 
cannot form a fairer and more plausible design than this of 
his which has miscarried ——O my precious aunt, I shall 
never thrive without I deal with the devil, or another 
woman. 


Women like flames have a destroying pow’r, 
Ne’er to be quench’d, ’till they themselves devour. 


ISCENE shuts.] 


YG ss Site 2 


SCENE I, Lavy Toucuwoop and MaskweEtt 


L. Toucn. Was’t not lucky? 

Mask. Lucky! Fortune is your own, and ’tis her in- 
terest so to be; by Heav’n I believe you can controul her 
pow’r, and she fears it; though chance brought my Lord, 
*twas your own art that turn’d it to advantage. 

L. Toucu. Tis true it might have been my ruin—but 


yonder’s my Lord, I believe he’s coming to find you, I’ll not 
be seen. 
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SCENE II 
MaskweELL, alone 


Mask. So; I durst not own my introducing my Lord, 
though it succeeded well for her, for she would have 
suspected a design which I should have been puzzled to ex- 
cuse. My Lord is thoughtful I'll be so too; yet he shall 
know my thoughts; or think he does— 


SCENE III 
[To him] Lorp Toucuwoop 


Mask. What have I done? 

Lp. Toucw. Talking to himself! 

Mask. *Twas honest and shall I be rewarded for it? 
No, ’twas honest, therefore I shan’t; nay, rather there- 
fore I ought not; for it rewards itself. 

Lp. Toucn. Unequall’d virtue! [Aside. 

Mask. But should it be known! then I have lost a friend! 
He was an ill man, and I have gain’d; for half my self I lent 
him, and that I have recall’d; so I have served my self, and 
what is yet better, I have served a worthy Lord to whom I 
owe my self. 

Lp. Toucn. Excellent man! [Aside. 

Mask. Yet I am wretched—O there is a secret burns 
within this breast, which should it once blaze forth, would 
ruin all, consume my honest character, and brand me with 
the name of villain. 

Lp. Loves.. Hal 

Mask. Why do I love! Yet Heav’n and my waking 
conscience are my witnesses, I never gave one working 
thought a vent; which might discover that I lov’d, nor ever 
must; no, let it prey upon my heart; for I would rather die, 
than seem once, barely seem, dishonest:—O, should it once 
be known I love fair Cynthia, all this that I have done would 
look like rival’s malice, false friendship to my Lord, and base 
self-interest. Let me perish first, and from this hour avoid 
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all sight and speech, and, if I can, all thought of that perni- 
cious beauty. Ha! But what is my distraction doing? I 
am wildly talking to my self, and some ill chance might have 
directed malicious ears this way. 

[Seems to start, seeing my Lord. 

Lp. Toucu. Start not—let guilty and dishonest souls 
start at the revelation of their thoughts, but be thou fix’d, 
as is thy virtue. 

Mask. I am confounded and beg your Lordship’s 
pardon for those free discourses which I have had with my 
self. 

Lp. Toucu. Come, I beg your pardon that I overheard 
you, and yet it shall not need—honest Maskwell! thy and 
my good genius led me hither——mine, in that I have dis- 
cover’d so much manly virtue; thine, in that thou shalt have 
due reward of all thy worth. Give me thy hand my 
nephew is the alone remaining branch of all our ancient 
family; him I thus blow away, and constitute thee in his 
room to be my heir 

Mask. Now Heav’n forbid 

Lp. Toucu. No more—I have resolv’d—The writings 
are ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be sign’d, and 
have his name inserted—yours will fill the blank as well—I 
will have no reply—let me command this time; for ’tis the 
last, in which I will assume authority—hereafter, you shall 
rule where I have power. 

Mask. I humbly would petition 

Lv. Toucu. Is’t for your selff—[Mask. pauses.] ll 
hear of nought for any body else. 

Mask. Then witness Heav’n for me, this wealth and 
honour was not of my seeking, nor would I build my fortune 
on another’s ruin: I had but one desire— 

Lp. Toucu. Thou shalt enjoy it if all I’m worth in 
wealth or interest can purchase Cynthia, she is thine—I’m 
sure Sir Paul’s consent will follow fortune; I’ll quickly show 
him which way that is going. 

Mask. You oppress me with bounty; my gratitude is 
weak, and shrinks beneath the weight, and cannot rise to 
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thank you—what, enjoy my love! Forgive the transports of 
a blessing so unexpected, so unhop’d for, so unthought of! 
Lp. Toucu. I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee. 


SCENE IV 
MaskwELt alone 


Mask. This is prosp’rous indeed why let him find 
me out a villain, ‘settled in possession of a fair estate, and full 
fruition of my love, I’ll bear the railings of a losing gamester 
—But shou’d he find me out before! ’tis dangerous to 
delay—let me think shou’d my Lord proceed to treat 
openly of my marriage with Cynthia, all must be discover’d, 
and Mellefont can be no longer blinded. It must not be; 
nay, shou’d my Lady know it ay, then were fine work 
indeed! Her fury wou’d spare nothing, tho’ she involv’d 
her self in ruin. No, it must be by stratagem—I must 
deceive Mellefont once more, and get my Lord to consent 
to my private management. He comes opportunely—now 
will I, in my old way, discover the whole and real truth of 
the matter to him, that he may not suspect one word on’t. 


No mark like open truth to cover lies, 
As to go naked is the best disguise. 


SCENE Vv 
[To him] MELLEFONT 


Met. O Maskwell, what hopes? I am confounded in a 
maze of thoughts, each leading into one another, and all 
ending in perplexity. My uncle will not see, nor hear me. 

Mask. No matter, sir, don’t trouble your head, all’s in 
my power. 

Mev. How? For Heav’ns sake? 

Mask. Little do you think that your aunt has kept her 
word, how the devil she wrought my Lord into this 
dotage, I know not; but he’s gone to Sir Paul about my mar- 
riage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his heir. 

Met. The devil he has! What’s to be done? 
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Mask. I have it, it must be by stratagem; for it’s vain 
to make application to him. I think I have that n my 
head that cannot fail: where’s Cynthia? 

Met. In the garden. 

Mask. Let us go and consult her, my life for yours, I 
cheat my Lord. 


SCENE VI 
Lorp Toucuwoop, Lapy ToucHwoop 


L. Toucu. Maskwell your heir, and marry Cynthia! 

Lp. Toucu. I cannot do toc much, for so much merit. 

L. Toucu. But this is a thing of too great moment to be 
so suddenly resolv’d. Why Cynthia? Why must he be 
marry’d? Is there not reward enough in raising his low for- 
tune, but he must mix his blood with mine, and wed my niece? 
How know you that my brother will consent, or she? Nay, he 
himself perhaps may have affections otherwhere. 

Lp. Toucu. No, I am convine’d he loves her. 

L. Toucn. Maskwell love Cynthia, impossible! 

Lp. Toucu. [tell you, he confess’d it to me. 

L. Toucu. Confusion! How’s this! [Aside. 

Lp. Toucu. His humility long stifled his passion: and 
his love of Mellefont would have made him still conceal 
it.—But by encouragement, I wrung the secret from him; and 
know he’s no way to be rewarded but in her. I’ll defer my 
farther proceedings in it, till you have consider’d it; but 
remember how we are both indebted to him. 


SCENE-V.11 
Lavy Toucuwoop alone 


L. Toucu. Both indebted to him! Yes, we are both 
indebted to him, if you knew all, villain! Oh, I am wild with 
this surprize of treachery: It is impossible, it cannot be. 
He love Cynthia! What haveI been bawd to his designs, 
his property only, a baiting place! Now I see what made him 
false to Mellefont, shame and distraction! I cannot bear 
it, oh! what woman can bear to be a property? To be 
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kindled to a flame, only to light him to another’s arms; oh! 
that I were fire indeed, that I might burn the vile traitor. 
What shall I do? How shall I think? I cannot think, 
all my designs are lost, my love unsated, my revenge un- 
finish’d, and fresh cause of fury from unthought of plagues. 


SCENE] VEpe 
[To her] Str Pau 


Sir Paut. Madam, sister, my Lady sister, did you see 
my Lady my wife? | 

L. Toucn. Oh! Torture! 

Str Paut. Gads-bud, I can’t find her high nor low; where 
can she be, think you? 

L. Toucn. Where she’s serving you, as all your sex ought 
to be serv’d; making you a beast. Don’t you know that 
you're a fool, brother? 

Str Paut. A fool; he, he, he, you’re merry—No, no, not 
I, I know no such matter. 

L. Toucu. Why then you don’t know half your happiness. 

Str Paut. That’s a jest with all my heart, faith and 
troth, but harkee, my Lord told me something of a 
revolution of things; I don’t know what to make on’t, 
gads-bud I must consult my wife,—he talks of disinheriting 
his nephew; and I don’t know what, look you, sister, I 
must know what my girl has to trust to; or not a syllable 
of a wedding, Gads-bud to shew you that I am not a fool. 

L. Toucu. Hear me; consent to the breaking off this 
marriage, and the promoting any other, without consulting 
me, and I'll renounce all blood, all relation and concern with 
you for ever,—nay, I’ll be your enemy, and pursue you to 
destruction, I’ll tear your eyes out, and tread you under my 
feet. 

Sir Paut. Why, what’s the matter now? Good Lord, 
what’s all this for? Pooh, here’s a joke indeed Why, 
where’s my wife? 

L. Toucu. With Careless, in the close arbour; he may 
want you by this time, as much as you want her. 
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Sir Paut. O, if she be with Mr. Careless, ’tis well enough. 

L. Toucu. Fool, sot, insensible ox! But remember what 
I said to you, or you had better eat your own horns, by this 
light you had. 

Smr Paut. You’re a passionate woman, gads-bud, 
but to say truth, all our family are cholerick; I am the only 
peaceable person amongst ’em. 


5 CANE EX 
ME.LLeFont, MaskweELi and CyNTHIA 


Met. I know no other way but this he has propos’d; 
if you have love enough to run the venture. 

Cynt. I don’t know whether I have love enough,—but 
I find I have obstinacy enough to pursue whatever I have once 
resolv’d; and a true female courage to oppose any thing that 
resists my will, tho’ ’twere reason it self. 

Mask. That’s right,—well, I'll secure the writings, and 
run the hazard along with you. 

Cynt. But how can the coach and six horses be got ready 
without suspicion? 

Mask. Leave it to my care; that shall be so far from 
being suspected, that it shall be got ready by my Lord’s own 
order. 

Mer. How? 

Mask. Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole matter 
of our contrivance, that’s my way. 

Met. I don’t understand you. 

Mask. Why, [Il tell my Lord, I laid this plot with you, 
on purpose to betray you; and that which put me upon 
it, was, the finding it impossible to gain the lady any other 
way, but in the hopes of her marrying you.— 

MeL. So— 

Mask. So, why so, while you’re busied in making your 
self ready, I’ll wheedle her into the coach; and instead of you, 
borrow my Lord’s chaplain, and so run away with her my 
self. 

Met. OT conceive you, you'll tell him so? 
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Mask. Tell him so! ay; why you don’t think I mean to 
do so? 

Met. No, no; ha, ha, I dare swear thou wilt not. 

Mask. Therefore for our farther security, I would have 
you disguis’d like a parson that if my Lord should have 
curlosity to peep, he may not discover you in the coach, but 
think the cheat is carried on as he would have it. 

Met. Excellent Maskwell! thou wert certainly meant 
for a statesman or a Jesuite,—but thou art too honest for 
one, and too pious for the other. 

Mask. Well, get your selves ready, and meet me in half 
an hour, yonder in my Lady’s dressing-room; go by the back 
stairs, and so we may slip down without being observ’d.— 
Pll send the chaplain to you with his robes; I have made 
him my own, and ordered him to meet us to morrow 
morning at St. Albans; there we will sum up this account, to 
all our satisfactions. 

Met. Should I begin to thank or praise thee, I should 
waste the little time we have. 


SCENE X 
Cyntuia, MaskweE.i 


Mask. Madam, you will be ready? 

Cynt. I will be punctual to the minute. [Going. 

Mask. Stay, I have a doubt upon second thoughts, 
we had better meet in the chaplain’s chamber here, the cor- 
ner chamber at this end of the gallery, there is a back way 
into it, so that you need not come through this door—and a 
pair of private stairs leading down to the stables It will 
be more convenient. 

Cynt. I am guided by you,—but Mellefont will mis- 
take. 

Mask. No, no, I'll after him immediately, and _ tell 
him. 

Cynt. I will not fail. 
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SCENE 2ci 
MaAsKWELL alone 


Mask. Why, qui oult decipi decipiatur.—'Tis no fault of 
mine, I have told ’em in plain terms, how easie ’tis for me to 
cheat ’em; and if they will not hear the serpent’s hiss, they 
must be stung into experience, and future caution.—Now to 
prepare my Lord to consent to this. But first I must 
instruct my little Levite; there is no plot, publick or private, 
that can expect to prosper without one of them has a finger 
in’t, he promised me to be within at this hour, Mr. Say- 
grace, Mr. Saygrace. [Goes to the chamber door, and knocks. 


SCENEGXAT 
MasKWELL, SAYGRACE 


Mr. Saycrace, [looking out.] Sweet sir, I will but pen 
the last line of an acrostick, and be with you in the twinkling 
of an ejaculation, in the pronouncing of an Amen, or before 
you can 

Mask. Nay, good Mr. Saygrace do not prolong the time, 
by describing to me the shortness of your stay; rather if 
you please, defer the finishing of your wit, and let us talk 
about our business, it shall be tithes in your way. 

Sayc. [Enters.] You shall prevail, I would break off in 
the middle of a sermon to do you a pleasure. 

Mask. You could not do me a greater,—except—the 
business in hand—Have you provided a habit for Mellefont? 

Sayc. I have, they are ready in my chamber, together 
with a clean starch’d band and cuffs. 

Mask. Good, let them be carry’d to him, have you 
stitched the gown sleeve, that he may be puzzled, and waste 
time in putting it on? 

Sayc. I have; the gown will not be indued without per- 
plexity. 

Mask. Meet me in half an hour, here in your own cham- 
ber. When Cynthia comes, let there be no light, and do not 
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speak, that she may not distinguish you from Mellefont. 
Pll urge haste, to excuse your silence. 
Sayc. You have no more commands? 
Masx. None, your text is short. 
Saye. But pithy, and I will handle it with discretion. 
Mask. It will be the first you have so serv’d. 


pe SCENE OXI 
Lorp Toucuwoop, MaskwELi 


Lp. Toucu. Sure I was born to be controlled by those I 
should command: my very slaves will shortly give me rules 
how I shall govern them. 

Mask. I am concern’d to see your Lordship discom- 
pos’d.— 

Lp. Toucu. Have you seen my wife lately, or disoblig’d 
her? 

Mask. Nomy Lord. What can this mean! [Aside. 

Lp. Toucu. Then Mellefont has urg’d some body to 
incense her—Something she has heard of you which carries 
her beyond the bounds of patience. 

Mask. This I fear’'d. [4side.] Did not your Lordship 
tell of the honours you design’d me? 

Lp; loucs.. Yes. 

Mask. ’Tis that; you know my Lady has a high spirit, 
she thinks I am unworthy. 

Lp. Toucu. Unworthy! ’Tis an ignorant pride in her 
to think so honesty to me is true nobility. However, 
’tis my will it shall be so, and that shou’d be convincing to 
her as much as reason By Heav’n, I’ll not be wife-ridden; 
were it possible, it shou’d be done this night. 

Mask. By Heav’n he meets my wishes. [Aside.] Few 
things are impossible to willing minds. 

Lp. Toucu. Instruct me how this may be done, you shall 
see I want no inclination. 

Mask. I had laid a small design for to morrow (as love 
will be inventing) which I thought to communicate to your 
Lordship—But it may be as well done to night. 
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Lp. Toucu. Here’s company—come this way, and tell 
me. 


SCENE XIV 
CARELESS and CYNTHIA 


Care. Is not that he, now gone out with my Lord? 

Cynt: “Yes. 

Care. By Heav’n there’s treachery—The confusion that 
I saw your father in, my Lady Touchwood’s passion, with 
what imperfectly I overheard between my Lord and her, 
confirm me in my fears. Where’s Mellefont? 

Cynt. Here he comes. 


SCENE XV 
[To them] MELLEFONT 


Cynt. Did Maskwell tell you any thing of the chaplain’s 
chamber? 

Mev. No; my dear, will you get ready the things 
are all in my chamber; I want nothing but the habit. 

Care. You are betray’d, and Maskwell is the villain I 
always thought him. 

Cynt. When you were gone, he said his mind was chang’d, 
and bid me meet him in the chaplain’s room, pretending im- 
mediately to follow you, and give you notice. 

Met. How! 

Care. There’s Saygrace tripping by with a bundle under 
his arm He cannot be ignorant that Maskwell means to 
use his chamber; let’s follow and examine him. 

Met. ’Tis loss of time I cannot think him false. 


SCENE XVI 
Cyntuia, Lorp ToucHwoop 


Cynt. My Lord musing! 

Lp. Toucu. He has a quick invention, if this were sud- 
denly design’d—yet he says he had prepar’d my chaplain 
already. 
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Cynt. How’s this! Now I fear indeed. 

Lp. Toucn. Cynthia here! Alone, fair cousin, and 
melancholy? 

Cynt. Your Lordship was thoughtful. 

Lp. Toucu. My thoughts were on serious business, not 
worth your hearing. 

Cynt. Mine were on treachery concerning you, and may 
be worth your hearing. 

Lp. Toucu. Treachery concerning me! pray be plain— 
hark! What noise! 

Mask. [within.] Will you not hear me? 

L. Toucn. [within.] No, monster! traitor! No. 

Cynt. My Lady and Maskwell! this may be lucky 
My Lord, let me intreat you to stand behind this skreen, 
and listen; perhaps this chance may give you proof of what 
you ne’er and have believ’d from my suspicions. 


SCENE XVII 


Lapy ToucHwoop with a dagger, MASKWELL: CYNTHIA and 
Lorp ToucHwoop abscond, listning 


L. Toucn. You want but leisure to invent fresh falsehood, 
and sooth me to a fond belief of all your fictions; but I will 
stab the lie that’s forming in your heart, and save a sin, in 
pity to your soul. 

Mask. Strike then since you will have it so. 

L. Toucw. Ha! A steady villain to the last! 

Mask. Come, why do you dally with me thus? 

L. Toucu. Thy stubborn temper shocks me, and you 
knew it would this is cunning all, and not courage; no, 
I know thee well: but thou shalt miss thy aim. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Toucn. Ha! Do you mock my rage? Then this 
shall punish your fond, rash contempt! Again smile! 

[Goes to strike. 
And such a smile as speaks in ambiguity! Ten thousand 
meanings lurk in each corner of that various face. 
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O! That they were written in thy heart, that 
I, with this, might lay thee open to my sight! 
But then ’twill be too late to know— 
Thou hast, thou hast found the only way to turn my rage; 
too well thou know’st my jealous soul cou’d never bear un- 
certainty. Speak then, and tell me—yet are you silent? 
Oh, I am wilder’d in all passions! But thus my anger melts. 
[Weeps.] Here, take this ponyard, for my very spirits faint, 
and I want strength to hold it, thou hast disarm’d my soul. 
[Gives the dagger. 

Lp. Toucu. Amazement shakes me—where will this end? 

Mask. So, ’tis well let your wild fury have a vent; 
and when you have temper, tell me. 

L. Toucu. Now, now, now I am calm, and can hear you. 

Mask. [Aside.] Thanks, my invention; and now I have 
it for you. First tell me what urg’d you to this violence? 
For your passion broke in such imperfect terms, that yet I 
am to learn the cause. 

L. Toucu. My Lord himself surpriz’d me with the news, 
you were to marry Cynthia That you had own’d your 
love to him, and his indulgence would assist you to attain 
your ends. 

Cynt. How, my Lord! 

Lp. Toucu. Pray forbear all resentments for a while, 
and let us hear the rest. 

Mask. I grant you in appearance all is true; I seem’d 
consenting to my Lord; nay, transported with the blessing— 
but could you think that I, who had been happy in your 
lov’d embraces, could e’er be fond of an inferior slavery? 

Lp. Toucu. Ha! O poison to my ears! What do I hear! 

Cynt. Nay, good my Lord, forbear resentment, let us 
hear it out. 

Lp. Toucu. Yes, I will contain, tho’ I cou’d burst. 

Mask. I that had wanton’d in the rich circle of your 
world of love, cou’d be confin’d within the puny province 
of a girl? No—yet tho’ I dote on each last favour more 
than all the rest; though I would give a limb for every look 
you cheaply throw on any other object of your love; yet so 
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far I prize your pleasures o’er my own, that all this seeming 
plot that I have laid, has been to gratifie your taste, and 
cheat the world, to prove a faithful rogue to you. 

L. Toucu. If this were true—but how can it be? 

Mask. I have so contriv’d, that Mellefont will presently, 
in the chaplain’s habit, wait for Cynthia in your dressing- 
room: but I have put the change upon her, that she may be 
otherwise employ’d do you procure her night-gown, and 
with your hoods tyed over your face, meet him in her stead; 
you may go privately by the back stairs, and, unperceiv’d, 
there you may propose to reinstate him in his uncle’s favour, 
if he’ll comply with your desires; his case is desperate, and 
I believe he'll yield to any conditions, If not, here take 
this; you may employ it better, than in the heart of one who 
is nothing when not yours. [Gives the dagger. 

L. Toucu. Thou can’st deceive every body, nay, 
thou hast deceiv’d me; but ’tis as I would wish,—trusty vil- 
lain! I could worship thee. 

Mask. No more it wants but a few minutes of the 
time; and Mellefont’s love will carry him there before his 
hour. 

L. Toucu. I go, I fly, incomparable Maskwell! 


SCENE XVIII 
MaskwELL, Cyntuia, Lorp ToucHwoop 


Mask. So, this was a pinch indeed, my invention was 
upon the rack; and made discovery of her last plot: I hope 
Cynthia and my chaplain will be ready, I'll prepare for the 
expedition. 

SCENE XIX 
Cyntuia and Lorp ToucHwoop 
Cynt. Now, my Lord? 
Lp. Toucn. Astonishment binds up my rage! Villany 


upon villany! Heav’ns, what a long track of dark deceit has 
this discover’d! I am confounded when I look back, and 
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want a clue to guide me through the various mazes of un- 
heard of treachery. My wife! Damnation! my Hell! 

Cynr. My Lord, have patience, and be sensible how great 
our happiness is, that this discovery was not made too late. 

Lv. Toucu. I thank you, yet it may be still too late, if we 
don’t presently prevent the execution of their plots;—ha, I'll 
do’t. Where’s Mellefont, my poor injur’d nephew, 

How shall I make him ample satisfaction? 

Cynt. I dare answer for him. 

Lp. Toucn. I do him fresh wrong to question his for- 
giveness; for I know him to be all goodness, yet my wife! 
Damn her, She'll think to meet him in that dressing 
room; Was’t not so? And Maskwell will expect you in 
the chaplain’s chamber,—for once, Ill add my plot too,— 
let us haste to find out, and inform my nephew; and do you, 
quickly as you can, bring all the company into this gal- 
lery. I’ll expose the strumpet, and the villain. 


SCENE, XX 


Lorp Frotu and Str Pau 


Lp. FrorH. By Heav’ns I have slept an age, Sir 
Paul, what a clock is’t? Past eight, on my conscience, my 
Lady’s is the most inviting couch; and a slumber there, is the 
prettiest amusement! But where’s all the company ?— 

Sir Paut. The company, gads-bud, I don’t know, my 
Lord, but here’s the strangest revolution, all turn’d topsie 
turvy; as I hope for providence. 

Lp. Frotu. O Heav’ns, what’s the matter? Where’s mv 
wife? ‘ 

Sir Paut. All turn’d topsie turvy as sure as a gun. 

Lp. Frora. How do you mean? My wife! 

Sir Paut. The strangest posture of affairs! 

Lp. FrotH. What, my wife? 

Sir Pau. No, no, I mean the family, your lady’s 
affairs may be in a very good posture: I saw her go into the 
garden with Mr. Brisk. 

Lp. FrotH. How? where, when, what to do? 
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Sir Pau. I suppose they have been laying their heads 
together. 

Lp. Frotu. How? 
_ Sir Paut. Nay, only about poetry, I suppose, my Lord; 
making couplets. 

Lp. Frotu. Couplets! 

Sir Paut. O, here they come. 


SCENE XXI 
[To them] Lavy Frotu, Brisk 


Brisk. My Lord, your humble servant; Sir Paul yours, 
the finest night! 

L. Frota. My dear, Mr. Brisk and I have been star- 
gazing, I don’t know how long. 

Sir Paut. Does it not tire your Ladyship? are you not 
weary with looking up? 

L. Frotu. Oh, no, I love it violently—my dear, 
you’re melancholly. 

Lp. Frotu. No, my dear; I’m but just awake.— 

L. Froru. Snuff some of my spirit of hartshorn. 

Lp. Frotu. I’ve some of my own, thank you, my 
dear. 

L. Frotu. Well, I swear, Mr. Brisk, you understood 
astronomy like an old Egyptian. 

Brisk. Not comparably to your Ladyship; you are the 
very Cynthia of the skies, and queen of stars. 

L. Frorn. That’s because I have no light, but what’s 
by reflection from you, who are the sun. 

Brisk. Madam, you have eclips’d me quite, let me perish, 
I can’t answer that. 

L. Froru. No matter, 
an almanack together? 

Brisk. With all my soul,—your Ladyship has made me 
the man in’t already, I’m so full of the wounds which you 
have given. 

L. Frotu. O finely taken! I swear now you are even with 
me, O Parnassus, you have an infinite deal of wit. 


hark’ee, shall you and I make 
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Sm Paut. So he has, gads-bud, and so has your Lady- — 
ship. 
SCENE XXII 


[To them] Lapy PLyantT, CARELESS, CYNTHIA 


L. P. You tell me most surprizing things; bless me, who 
would ever trust aman? O my heart akes for fear they should 
be all deceitful alike. 

Care. You need not fear, madam, you have charms to 
fix inconstancy it self. 

L. P.O dear, you make me blush. 

Lp. Froru. Come, my dear, shall we take leave of my 
Lord and Lady? 

Cynt. They'll wait upon your Lordship presently. 

L. Frotn. Mr. Brisk, my coach shall set you down. 

Aut. What’s the matter? 

[A great shriek from the corner of the stage. 


SCENE XXIII 


[To them] Lavy ToucHwoop runs out affrighted, my Lorp 
after her, like a parson 


L. Toucu. O I’m betray’d. Save me, help me. 

Lp. Toucn. Now what evasion, strumpet? 

L. Toucu. Stand off, let me go. 

Lv. Toucn. Go, and thy own infamy pursue thee.— 
You stare as you were all amazed,—I don’t wonder at it, 
but too soon you'll know mine, and that woman’s shame. 


SCENE the Last 


Lorp Toucuwoop, Lorp Frotu, Lapy Frotu, Lapy 
Piyant, Sir Paurt, Cyntuia, MELLEFonT, MAsKWELL; 
MELLEFONT disguised in a parson’s habit and pulling in 
MAsKWELL. 


Met. Nay, by Heav’n you shall be seen.—Careless, your 
hand;—do you hold down your head? Yes, I am your 
chaplain, look in the face of your injur’d friend; thou wonder 


of all falsehood. 
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Lp. Toucu. Are you silent, monster? 

Met. Good Heav’ns! How I believ’d and lov’d this 
man!—Take him hence, for he’s a disease to my sight. 

Lp. Toucu. Secure that manifold villain. 

[Servants seize him. 

Care. Miracle of ingratitude! 

Brisk. This is all very surprizing, let me perish. 

L. Frorx. You know I told you Saturn look’d a little 
more angry than usual. 

Lp. Toucu. We'll think of punishment at leisure, but 
let me hasten to do justice, in rewarding virtue and wrong’d 
innocence. Nephew, I hope I have your pardon, and 
Cynthia’s. 

Met. Weare your Lordship’s creatures. 

Lv. Toucu. And be each other’s comfort; Let me 
join your hands: unwearied nights, and wishing days 
attend you both; mutual love, lasting health, and circling 
joys, tread round each happy year of your long lives. 


Let secret villany from hence be warn’d; 
Howe’er in private mischiefs are conceiv’d, 
Torture and shame attend their open birth; 
Like vipers in the womb, base treachery lies, 
Still gnawing that, whence first it did arise; 
No sooner born, but the vile parent dies. 
[Exeunt omnes. 


EP eT OG UE 
Spoken by Mrs. Mountford 


Cou’d poets but foresee how plays would take, 
Then they cou’d tell what epilogues to make; 
Whether to thank or blame their audience most: 
But that late knowledge does much hazard cost, 
Till dice are thrown, there’s nothing won, nor lost. 
So ’till the thief has stoll’n, he cannot know 
Whether he shall escape the law, or no. 
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But poets run much greater hazards far, 

Than they who stand their trials at the barr; 
The law provides a curb for it’s own fury, 

And suffers judges to direct the jury. 

But in this court, what diff’rence does appear! 
For every one’s both judge and jury here; 

Nay, and what’s worse, an executioner. 

All have a right and title to some part, 

Each chusing that in which he has most art. 

The dreadful men of learning all confound, 
Unless the fable’s good, and moral sound. 

The vizor-masks, that are in pit and gallery, 
Approve, or damn, the repartee and rallery. 

The lady criticks, who are better read, 

Enquire if characters are nicely bred; 

If the soft things are penn’d and spoke with grace: 
They judge of action too, and time, and place; 
In which we do not doubt but they’re discerning, 
For that’s a kind of assignation learning. 

Beaus judge of dress; the witlings judge of songs; 
The cuckoldom, of ancient right, to cits belongs. 
Thus poor poets, the favour are deny’d, 

Even to make exceptions, when they’re try’d. 
*Tis hard that they must ev’ry one admit: 
Methinks I see some faces in the pit, 
Which must of consequence be foes to wit. 

You who can judge, to sentence may proceed; 
But tho’ he cannot write, let him be freed 

At least from their contempt, who cannot read. 
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To the Right Honourable 
Gln ak ee as 


Part. of 
Dorset and Middlesex, 


Lord Chamberlain of His Majesty’s Household, and Knight of 
the Most Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 


iC i ies LOR ag bs 

A young poet, is liable to the same vanity and indiscretion 
with a young lover; and the great man who smiles upon one, 
and the fine woman who looks kindly upon t’other, are both 
of ’em in danger of having the favour publish’d with the 
first opportunity. 

But there may be a different motive, which will a little 
distinguish the offenders. For tho’ one shou’d have a vanity 
in ruining another’s reputation, yet the other may only have 
an ambition to advance his own. And I beg leave, my Lord, 
that I may plead the latter, both as the cause and excuse of 
this dedication. 

Whoever is king, is also the father of his country; and as 
no body can dispute your Lordship’s monarchy in poetry; 
so all that are concern’d, ought to acknowledge your universal 
patronage: and it is only presuming on the privilege of a 
loyal subject, that I have ventur’d to make this my address 
of thanks, to your Lordship; which at the same time, includes 
a prayer for your protection. 

I am not ignorant of the common form of poetical dedica- 
tions, which are generally made up of panegyricks, where the 
authors endeavour to distinguish their patrons, by the shining 
characters they give them, above other men. But that, 
my Lord, is not my business at this time, nor is your Lord- 
ship now to be distinguish’d. I am contented with the honour 
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I do my self in this epistle; without the vanity of attempting 
to add to, or explain your Lordship’s character. 

I confess it is not without some strugling, that I behave my- 
self in this case, as I ought: for it is very hard to be pleased 
with a subject, and yet forbear it. But I chuse rather to 
follow Pliny’s precept, than his example, when in his panegy- 
rick to the emperor ‘Trajan, he says, 


Nec minus considerabo quid aures ejus pati possint, 
Quam quid virtutibus debeatur. 


I hope I may be excus’d the pedantry of a quotation, when 
it is so justly apply’d. Here are some lines in the print, (and 
which your lordship read before this play was acted) that 
were omitted on the stage; and particularly one whole scene 
in the third act, which not only helps the design forward with 
less precipitation, but also heightens the ridiculous character 
of foresight, which indeed seems to be maim’d without it. 
But I found my self in great danger of a long play, and was 
glad to help it where I could. Tho’ not withstanding my 
care, and the kind reception it had from the town; I could 
heartily wish it yet shorter: but the number of different 
characters represented in it, would have been too much 
crowded in less room. 

This reflection on prolixity, (a fault, for which scarce any 
one beauty will atone) warns me not to be tedious now, and 
detain your Lordship any longer with the trifles of, 


MY LORD, 
Your Lordship’s Most 
Obedient and Most 
Humble Servant, 


William Congreve. 


Love for Love 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken at the Opening of the New House 
By Mr. Betterton 


The husbandman in vain renews his toil, 

To cultivate each year a hungry soil; 

And fondly hopes for rich and generous fruit, 
When what should feed the tree, devours the root: 
Th’ unladen boughs, he sees, bode certain dearth, 
Unless transplanted to more kindly earth. 

So, the poor husbands of the stage, who found 
Their labours lost upon ungrateful ground, 

This last and only remedy have prov’d; 

And hope new fruit from ancient stocks remov’d. 
Well may they hope, when you so kindly aid, 
Well plant a soil which you so rich have made. 
As nature gave the world to man’s first age, 

So from your bounty, we receive this stage; 

The freedom man was born to, you’ve restor’d, ) 
And to our world, such plenty you afford, 

It seems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 
But since in Paradise frail flesh gave way,. 

And when but two were made, both went astray; 
Forbear your wonder, and the fault forgive, 

If in our larger family we grieve 

One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 

We who remain, would gratefully repay : 
What our endeavours can, and bring, this day, 
The first-fruit offering, of a virgin play. 


We hope there’s something that may please each taste, 


And tho’ of homely fare we make the feast, 

Yet you will find variety at least. 

There’s humour, which for chearful friends we got, 
And for the thinking party there’s a plot. 

We’ve something too, to gratifie ill nature, 

(If there be any here) and that is satire. 
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Tho’ satire scarce dares grin, ’tis grown so mild 
Or only shews its teeth, as if it smil’d. 

As asses thistles, poets mumble wit, 

And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 

They hold their pens, as swords are held by fools, 
And are afraid to use their own edge-tools. 
Since the Plain-Dealer’s scenes of manly rage, 
Not one has dar’d to lash this crying age. 

This time, the poet owns the bold essay, 

Yet hopes there’s no ill-manners in his play: 
And he declares by me, he has design’d 

Affront to none, but frankly speaks his mind. 
And shou’d th’ensuing scenes not chance to hit, 
He offers but this one excuse, ’twas writ 

Before your late encouragement of wit. 
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Dramatis Persone 


MEN 


Sm Sampson LecEnp, father to VALENTINE and Mr. Underhill. 
Ben, 

VaLeENTINE, fallen under his father’s displeasure 
by his expensive way of living, in love with ¢ Mr. Betterton. 
ANGELICA, 

ScANDAL, his friend, a free speaker, Mr. Smith. 

Tarr_e, a half-witted beau, vain of his amours, yet 
valuing himself for secresie, 

Ben, Sir Sampson’s younger son, half home bred, 
and half sea bred, design’d to marry Miss } Mr. Dogget. 
PRUE, 

ForesicuT, an illiterate old fellow, peevish and 
positive, superstitious, and pretending to un- 
derstand astrology, palmistry, phisiognomy, 
omens, dreams, &¥c. Uncle to ANGELICA, 


Mr. Bowman. 


Mr. Sanford. 


JEREMY, servant tc VALENTINE, Mr. Bowen. 

TRAPLAND, a scrivener, Mr. Triffusis. 

Buckram, a lawyer. Mr. Freeman. 
WOMEN 


ANGELICA, niece to ForesiGut, of a considerable : 
: Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
fortune in her own hands, 
Mrs. Foresicut, second wife to FoRESIGHT, Mrs. Bowman. 
Mrs. FRralt, sister to Mrs. ForEsIGHT, a woman 
Mrs. Barry. 
of the town, 


Miss Prue, daughter to Forrsicut by a former ; 
‘ : ; Mrs. Ayliff. 
wife, a silly awkward country girl, 
Nurse to Miss Prue Mrs. Leigh. 
JENNY, . _ Mrs. Lawson. 


A STewarp, Orricers, SAILERS, and several SERVANTS 


The SCENE in London 
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ACT? 
SCENE I 


VALENTINE in his chamber reading. Jeremy waiting 
Several books upon the table 


VaL. Jeremy. 

JERE. Sir. 

Vat. Here, take away; I’ll walk a turn, and digest what 
I have read 

Jere. You'll grow devilish fat upon this paper diet. 

[Aside, and taking away the books. 

Vat. And d’ye hear, go you to breakfast There’s a 
page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a feast for an em- 
peror. 

JERE. Was Epictetus a real cook, or did he only write 
receipts? 

Vat. Read, read, sirrah, and refine your appetite; learn 
to live upon instruction; feast your mind, and mortifie your 
flesh; read, and take your nourishment in at your eyes; shut 
up your mouth, and chew the cud of understanding. So 
Epictetus advises. 

Jere. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I 
waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge: pray what was that 
Epictetus? 

Vat. A very rich man,—not worth a groat. 

Jere. Humph, and so he has made a very fine feast, 
where there is nothing to be eaten. 

Vat. Yes. 

Jere. Sir, you’re a gentleman, and probably understand 
this fine feeding: but if you please, I had rather be at board- 
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wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, or any of 
these poor rich rogues, teach you how to pay your debts 
without mony? Will they shut up the mouths of your 
creditors? Will Plato be bail for you? Or Diogenes, because 
he understands confinement, and liv’d in a tub, go to prison 
for you? ’Slife, sir, what do you mean, to mew your self 
up here with three or four musty books, in commendation 
of starving and poverty? 

Vat. Why, sirrah, I have no mony, you know it; and 
therefore resolve to rail at all that have: and in that I but 
follow the examples of the wisest and wittiest men in all 
ages; these poets and philosophers whom you naturally hate, 
for just such another reason; because they abound in sense, 
and you are a fool. 

Jere. Ay, sir, I am a fool, I know it: and yet, Heav’n 
help me, I’m poor enough to be a wit but I was always a 
fool, when I told you what your expenses would bring you to; 
your coaches and your liveries; your treats and your balls; 
your being in love with a lady, that did not care a farthing 
for you in your prosperity; and keeping company with wits, 
that car’d for nothing but your prosperity; and now when you 
are poor, hate you as much as they do one another. 

Vat. Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportunity to 
be reveng’d on them all; ’ll pursue Angelica with more love 
than ever, and appear more notoriously her admirer in this 
restraint, than when I openly rival’d the rich fops, that made 
court to her; so shall my poverty be a mortification to her 
pride, and perhaps, make her compassionate the love, which 
has principally reduc’d me to this lowness of fortune. And 
for the wits, I’m sure I am in a condition to be even with 
them 

Jere. Nay, your condition is pretty even with theirs, 
that’s the truth on’t. 

Vat. [ll take some of their trade out of their hands. 

Jere. Now heav’n of mercy continue the tax upon paper; 
you don’t mean to write! 

Vat. Yes, I do; [ll write a play. 

Jere. Hem! Sir, if you please to give me a small 
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certificate of three lines only to certifie those whom it may 
concern; that the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by name, has 
for the space of sev’n years truly and faithfully serv’d Valen- 
tine Legend, Esq; and that he is not now turn’d away for any 
misdemeanour; but does voluntarily dismiss his master from 
any future authority over him— 

Vat. No, sirrah, you shall live with me still. 

JERE. Sir, it’s impossible—I may die with you, starve 
with you, or be damn’d with your works: but to live, even 
three days, the'life of a play, I no more expect it, than to be 
canoniz’d for a muse, after my decease. 

Vat. You are witty, you rogue, I shall want your help; 
[ll have you learn to make couplets, to tag the ends of 
acts: d’ye hear, get the maids to crambo in an evening, and 
learn the knack of rhiming, you may arrive at the height 
of a song, sent by an unknown hand, or a chocolate-house 
lampoon. 

Jere. But sir, is this the way to recover your father’s 
favour? Why Sir Sampson will be irreconcilable. If your 
younger brother shou’d come from sea, he’d never look upon 
you again. You’re undone, sir; you’re ruin’d; you won’t 
have a friend left in the world, if you turn poet. Ah pox 
confound that Will’s Coffee-House, it has ruin’d more young 
men than the Royal Oak lottery—nothing thrives that 
belongs to’t. The man of the house would have been an 
alderman by this time with half the trade, if he had set up 
in the city for my part, I never sit at the door, that I 
don’t get double the stomach that I do at a horse race. The 
air upon Bandstead-Downs 1s nothing to it for a whetter; yet 
I never see it, but the spirit of famine appears to me, some- 
times like a decay’d porter, worn out with pimping, and carry- 
ing billet doux and songs; not like other porters for hire, but 
for the jests sake. Now like a thin chairman, melted down to 
half his proportion, with carrying a poet upon tick, to visit 
some great fortune; and his fare to be paid him like the wages 
of sin, either at the day of marriage, or the day of death. 

Vat. Very well, sir; can you proceed? 

Jere. Sometimes like a bilk’d bookseller, with a meagre 
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terrify’d countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
himself, or were resolv’d to turn author, and bring the rest 
of his brethren into the same condition. And lastly, in the 
form of a worn-out punk, with verses in her hand, which her 
vanity had prefer’d to settlements, without a whole tatter to 
her tail, but as ragged as one of the muses; or as if she were 
carrying her linnen to the paper-mill, to be converted into 
folio books, of warning to all young maids, not to prefer 
poetry to good sense; or lying in the arms of a needy wit, be- 
fore the embraces of a wealthy fool. 


SCENE II 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY 


Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth? 

Vat. The rogue has (with all the wit he could muster 
up) been declaiming against wit. 

Scan. Ay? Why then I’m afraid Jeremy has wit: for 
where-ever it is, it’s always contriving its own ruin. 

Jere. Why so I have been telling my master, sir: Mr. 
Scandal, for Heav’ns sake, sir, try if you can disswade him 
from turning poet. 

Scan.” Poet! He shall turn soldier first, and rather de- 
pend upon the out-side of his head, than the lining. Why, 
what the devil has not your poverty made you enemies 
enough? Must you needs shew your wit to get more? 

Jere. Ay, more indeed: for who cares for any body that 
has more wit than himself? 

Scan. Jeremy speaks like an oracle. Don’t you see how 
worthless great men, and dull rich rogues, avoid a witty man 
of small fortune? Why, he looks like a writ of enquiry into 
their titles and estates; and seems commission’d by heaven to 
seize the better half. 

Vat. Therefore I would rail in my writings,and be re- 
veng’d. 

Scan. Rail? At whom? the whole world? Impotent 
and vain! Who would die a martyr to sense in a country 
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where the religion is folly? You may stand at bay for a 
while; but when the full cry is against you, you shan’t have 
fair play for your life. If you can’t be fairly run down by 
the hounds, you will be treacherously shot by the hunts- 
men.—No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, lawyer, parson, be 
chaplain to an atheist, or stallion to an old woman, any thing 
but poet; a modern poet is worse, more servile, timorous, 
and fawning, than any I have nam’d: without you could 
retrieve the ancient honours of the name, recall the stage of 
Athens, and be‘allow’d the force of open honest satire. 

Vat. You are as inveterate against our poets, as if your 
character had been lately expos’d upon the stage. Nay, I 
am not violently bent upon the trade. [One knocks.] 
Jeremy, see who’s there. [Jere. goes to the door.| But tell me 
what you would have me do? What do the world say of 
me, and my forc’d confinement? 

Scan. The world behaves it self, as it uses to do on such 
occasions; some pity you, and condemn your father: others 
excuse him, and blame you; only the ladies are merciful, and 
wish you well: since love and pleasurable expence, have 
been your greatest faults. 

VaL. How now? 

Jere. Nothing new, sir; I have dispatch’d some half a 
dozen duns with as much dexterity, as a hungry judge does 
causes at dinner-time. 

Vat. What answer have you giv’n ’em? 

Scan. Patience, I suppose, the old receipt. 

Jere. No, faith sir; I have put ’em off so long with 
patience and forbearance, and other fair words; that I was 
fore’d now to tell ’em in plain downright English 

Vat. What? 

Jere. That they should be paid. 

Vat. When? 

Jere. To morrow. 

Vat. And how the devil do you mean to keep your word? 

JERE. Keep it? Not at all; it has been so very much 
stretch’d, that I reckon it will break of course by to morrow, 
and no body be surpriz’d at the matter [Knocking.]— 
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Again! Sir, if you don’t like my negotiation, will you be 
pleas’d to answer these your self. 
Var. See who they are. 


SCENEA451 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL 


Vat. By this, Scandal, you may see what it is to be 
great; secretaries of state, presidents of the council, and 
generals of an army lead just such a life as I do; have just 
such crowds of visitants in a morning, all soliciting of past 
promises; which are but a civiller sort of duns, that lay 
claim to voluntary debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true great man, having engaged 
their attendance, and promis’d more than ever you intended 
to perform; are more perplex’d to find evasions, than you 
would be to invent the honest means of keeping your word, 
and gratifying your creditors. 

Vat. Scandal, learn to spare your friends, and do not 
provoke your enemies; this liberty of your tongue, will one 
day bring a confinement on your body, my friend. 


SCENE IV 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY 


Jere. O sir, there’s Trapland the scrivener, with two 
suspicious fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a 
man down with pocket-tipstaves,—And there’s your father’s 
steward, and the nurse with one of your children from 
Twitnam. 

Vat. Pox on her, cou’d she find no other time to fling my 
sins in my face: here, give her this, [Gives mony.] and bid 
her trouble me no more; a thoughtless two handed whore, 
she knows my condition well enough, and might have over- 
ee the child a fortnight ago, if she had had any forecast in 
er. 

Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my godson? 

Jere. Yes, sir. 
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Scan. My blessing to the boy, with this token [Gives 
mony.| of my love. And d’ye hear, bid Margery put more 
flocks in her bed, shift twice a week, and not work so hard, 
that she may not smell so vigorously. I shall take the 
air shortly. 

VAL. - Scandal, don’t spoil my boy’s milk: Bid Trap- 
land come in. If I can give that Cerberus a sop, I shall be 
at rest for one day. 


SCENE V 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY 


Vat. O Mr. Trapland! my old friend! Welcome. 
Jeremy, a chair quickly: a bottle of sack and a toast—fly—a 
chair first. 

Trap. A good morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to you 
Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. The morning’s a very good morning, if you don’t 
spoil it. 

Vat. Come sit you down, you know his way. 

Trap. [Szis.] There is a debt, Mr. Valentine, of 15001. of 
pretty long standing 

Vat. I cannot talk about business with a thirsty palate.— 
—Sirrah, the sack. 

Trap. And I desire to know what course you have taken 
for the payment? 

Vat. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to see you, 
my service to you,—fll, fill, to honest Mr. Trapland, fuller. 

Trap. Hold, sweet-heart. This is not to our business: 
my service to you Mr. Scandal—[Drinks]|—I have for- 
born as long— 

Vat. ‘T’other glass, and then we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy. 

Trap. No more, in truth.—I have forborn, I say— 

Va. Sirrah, fill when I bid you. And how does your 
handsome daughter? Come, a good husband to her. 

[Drinks. 

Trap. Thank you I have been out of this mony: 

Vat. Drink first. Scandal, why do you not drink? 

[They drink. 
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Trap. And in short, I can be put off no longer. 

Vat. I was much oblig’d to you for your supply: it did 
me signal service in my necessity. But you delight in doing 
good.—Scandal, drink to me, my friend Trapland’s health. 
An honester man lives not, nor one more ready to serve his 
friend in distress: tho’ I say it to his face. Come, fill each 
man his glass. ; 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whoremaster, 
and loves a wench still. You never knew a whoremaster, 
that was not an honest fellow. 

Trap. Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

Scan. What don’t I know? I know the buxom black 
widow in the Poultry 8oo/. a year jointure, and 20000/. 
in mony. Ahah! Old Trap. 

VaL. Say you so, 1faith: come, we'll remember the 
widow: I know whereabouts you are; come, to the widow— 

Trap. No more indeed. 

Vat. What, the widow’s health; give it him—off with it: 

[They drink. 
a lovely girl, i’faith, black sparkling eyes, soft pouting ruby- 
lips? better sealing there, than a bond for a million, hah! 

Trap. No, no, there’s no such thing, we’d better mind 
our business—You’re a wag. 

Vat.. No faith, we'll mind the widow’s business, fill 
again—pretty round heaving breasts,—a Barbary shape, and 
a jut with her bum, would stir an Anchoret: and the prettiest 
foot! Oh if a man could but fasten his eyes to her feet, as 
they steal in and out, and play at Bo-peep under her petti- 
coats, ah! Mr. Trapland? 

Trap. Verily, give me a glass,—you’re a wag, and 
here’s to the widow. [Drinks. 

Scan. He begins to chuckle; ply him close, or he’ll 
relapse into a dun. 


SCENE VI 
[To them] OFFICER 


Orri. By your leave, gentlemen, Mr. Trapland, if 
we must do our office, tell us.—We have half a dozen gentle- 
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men to arrest in Pall-Mall and Covent-Garden; and if we 
don’t make haste, the chairmen will be abroad, and block up 
the chocolate-houses, and then our labour’s lost. 

Trap. Udso that’s true, Mr. Valentine I love mirth, but 
business must be done, are you ready to—— 

Jere. Sir, your father’s steward says he comes to make 
proposals concerning your debts. 

Vat. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, send away your 
officer, you shall have an answer presently. 

Trap. Mr. Snap stay within call. 


SCENE VII 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY, STEWARD who 
whispers VALENTINE 


Scan. Here’s a dog now, a traitor in his wine, sirrah 
refund the sack: Jeremy fetch him some warm water, or 
Pll rip up his stomach, and go the shortest way to his con- 
science. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not value your 
sack; but you cannot expect it again, when I have drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your mony again, 
when a gentleman has spent it? 

Vat. You need say no more, I understand the conditions; 
they are very hard, but my necessity is very pressing: I 
agree to’em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him draw 
the writing—Mr. Trapland, you know this man, he shall 
satisfie you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus pressing, but my 
necessity— 

Vat. No apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you shall be paid. 

Trap. I hope you forgive me, my business requires— 


SCENE VIII 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL 


Scan. He begs pardon like a hangman at an execution. 
Vat. But I have got a reprieve. 
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Scan. Iam surpriz’d; what does your father relent? 

Vat. No; he has sent me the hardest conditions in the 
world: you have heard of a booby-brother of mine, that 
was sent to sea three years ago? This brother, my father 
hears is landed; whereupon he very affectionately sends me 
word; if I will make a deed of conveyance of my right to his 
estate after his death, to my younger brother, he will im- 
mediately furnish me with four thousand pound to pay my 
debts, and make my fortune. This was once propos’d before, 
and I refus’d it; but the present impatience of my creditors 
for their mony, and my own impatience of confinement, and 
absence from Angelica, force me to consent. 

Scan. A very desperate demonstration of your love to 
Angelica: and I think she has never given you any assurance 
of hers. 

Vat. You know her temper; she never gave me any great 
reason either for hope or despair. 

Scan. Women of her airy temper, as they seldom think 
before they act, so they rarely give us any light to guess at 
what they mean: but you have little reason to believe that a 
woman: of this age, who has had an indifference for you in 
your prosperity, will fall in love with your ill fortune; be- 
sides, Angelica has a great fortune of her own; and great 
fortunes either expect another great fortune, or a fool. 


SCENE IX 
[To them] JEREMY 


Jere. More misfortunes, sir. 

Vat. What, another dun? . 

Jere. No, sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you. 

Vax. Well, I can’t help it,—you must bring him up; he 
knows I don’t go abroad. 


SCENE X 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL 


Scan. Pox on him, I’ll be gone. 
Vat. No, prithee stay: Tattle and you should never be 
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asunder; you are light and shadow, and shew one another; 
he is perfectly thy reverse both in humour and understanding; 
and as you set up for defamation, he is a mender of reputa- 
tions. 

Scan. A mender of reputations! ay, just as he is a keeper 
of secrets, another virtue that he sets up for in the same man- 
ner. For the*rogue will speak aloud in the posture of a 
whisper; and deny a woman’s name, while he gives you the 
marks of her person: he will forswear receiving a letter from 
her, and at the same time, shew you her hand in the super- 
scription: and yet perhaps he has counterfeited the hand too, 
and sworn to a truth; but he hopes not to be believ’d; and 
refuses the reputation of a lady’s favour, as a doctor says, 
no, to a bishoprick, only that it may be granted him.—In 
short, he is a publick professor of secresie, and makes pro- 
clamation that he holds private intelligence——he’s here. 


SCENE XI 
[To them] TATTLE 


Tatr. Valentine good morrow, Scandal I am yours, 
That is, when you speak well of me. 

Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am my own, 
or any body’s else, that will never happen. 

Tatr. How inhuman! 

Vat. Why Tattle, you need not be much concern’d at 
anything that he says; for to converse with Scandal, is to 
play at Losing Loadum; you must lose a good name to him, 
before you can win it for your self. 

Tatr. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that the world shall think the better of any person 
for his calumniation! I thank Heav’n, it has always been 
a part of my character, to handle the reputations of others 
very tenderly indeed. 

Scan. Ay, such rotten reputations as you have to deal 
with, are to be handl’d tenderly indeed. 

Tarr. Nay, but why rotten? Why should you say rotten, 
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when you know not the persons of whom you speak? How 
cruel that is? 

Scan. Not know ’em? Why, thou never hadst to do with 
any body that did not stink to all the town. 

Tatr. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jest of it indeed. 
For there is nothing more known, than that no body knows 
any thing of that nature of me: asI hope to be sav’d, Valen- 
tine, I never expos’d a woman, since I knew what woman was. 

Vat. And yet you have convers’d with several. 

Tatr. To be free with you, I have—I don’t care if I own 
that Nay more (I’m going to say a bold word now) I 
never could meddle with a woman, that had to do with any 
body else. 

Scan. How! 

Vat. Nay faith, I’m apt to believe him 
husband, Tattle. 

Tatr. Oh that 

Scan. What think you of that noble commoner, Mrs. 
Drab? 

Tatr. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags 
in three or four places, that I said this and that, and writ to 
her, and did I know not what but, upon my reputation, 
she did me wrong well, well, that was malice but I 
know the bottom of it. She was brib’d to that by one we 
all know—a man too. Only to bring me into disgrace with a 
certain woman of quality— 

Scan. Whom we all know. 

Tatr. No matter for that—yes, yes, every body knows— 
no doubt on’t, every body knows my secrets but I soon 
satisfy’d the lady of my innocence; for I told her madam, 
says I, there are some persons, who make it their business to 
tell stories, and say this and that of one and t’other, and 
every thing in the world; and, says I, if your grace— 

Scan. Grace! 

Tarr. O Lord, what have I said? My unlucky tongue! 

VAL. uibia; ha, hac 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haat more impudence than one 
can in reason expect: I shall have an esteem for thee, well, 


except her 
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and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you say to her 
grace? 

Va. I confess this is something extraordinary. 

Tatr. Not a word, as I hope to be sav’d; an errant 
lapsus lingue—come, let’s talk of something else. 

Vat. Well, but how did you acquit your self? 

Tatr. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally’d with 
you—a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of me, and 
I told her something or other, faith I know not what 


Come, let’s talk of something else. [Hums a song. 
Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we should 
enquire. 


Tatr. Valentine, I supp’d last night with your mistress, 
and her uncle old Foresight: I think your father lies at 
Foresight’s. 

Maaco Yes: 

Tatr. Upon my soul Angelica’s a fine woman—and so 
is Mis. Foresight, and her sister Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine woman, we all know 
her. 

Tatr. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What? 

Tarr. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of Mrs. 
Frail? 

Tarr. Who I? Upon honour I don’t know whether she 
be man or woman; but by the smoothness of her chin, and 
roundness of her hips. 

Scan. No! 

Tatr. No. 

Scan. She says otherwise. 

Tarr. Impossible! 

Scan. Yes faith. Ask Valentine else. 

Tatr. Why then, as I hope to be sav’d, I believe a woman 
only obliges a man to secresie, that she may have the pleasure 
of telling her self. 

Scan. Nodoubt on’t. Well, but has she done you wrong, 
orno? You have had her? Ha? 
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Tatr. Tho’ I have more honour than to tell first; I have 
more manners than to contradict what a lady has declar’d. 

Scan. Well, you own it? 

Tatr. I am strangely ee Yes, yes, I can’t deny’t, 
if she taxes me with it. 

Scan. She'll be here by ue by, she sees Valentine every 
morning. 

Tatr. How! 

Vat. She does me the favour I mean of a visit some- 
times. I did not think she had granted more to any body. 

Scan. Nor I faith but Tattle does not use to bely a 
lady; it is contrary to his character how one may be 
deceiv’d in a woman, Valentine? 

Tatr. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen? 

Scan. I’m resolv’d I’ll ask her. 

Tatr. O barbarous! Why did you not tell me 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tatr. And bid me ask Valentine? 

Vat. What did I say? I hope you won’t bring me to 
confess an answer, when you never ask’d me the question? 

Tatr. But, gentlemen, this is the most inhuman pro- 
ceeding- 

Vat. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid such a palpable decoy as this was; the ladies 
have a fine time, whose reputations are in your keeping. 


SCENE XII 
[To them] JEREMY 


Jere. Sir, Mrs. Frail has sent to know if you are stirring. 
Vat. Shew her up when she comes. 


SCENE XIII 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TATTLE 


Tatr. I'll be gone. 
Vat. You'll meet her. 
Tatr. Is there not a back way? 
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Vat. If there were, you have more discretion, than to 
give Scandal such an advantage; why, your running away 
will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tatr. Scandal, you will not be so ungenerous——O, 
I shall lose my reputation of secresie for ever I shall never 
be receiv’d but upon publick days; and my visits will never 
be admitted beyond a drawing-room: I shall never see a 
bed-chamber again, never be lock’d in a closet, nor run behind 
a screen, or under a table; never be distinguish’d among the 
waiting-women by the name of trusty Mr. Tattle more 
You will not be so cruel. 

Vat. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any con- 
ditions. 

Tatr. Any, any terms. 

Scan. Come then, sacrifice half a dozen women of good 
reputation to me presently come, where are you familiar? 
and see that they are women of quality too, the first 
quality— 

Tatr. ’Tis very hard Won’t a baronet’s lady pass? 

Scan. No, nothing under a right honourable. 

Tatr. O inhuman! You don’t expect their names. 

Scan. No, their titles shall serve. 

Tarr. Alas, that’s the same thing: pray spare me their 
titles; I’ll describe their persons. 

Scan. Well, begin then: but take notice, if you are so 
ill a painter, that I cannot know the person by your picture 
of her, you must be condemn’d, like other bad painters, to 
write the name at the bottom. 


Tatr. Well, first then 


SCENE XIV 
[To them] Mrs. FRAIL 
Tatr. O unfortunate! she’s come already; will you have 


patience ’till another time I’ll double the number. 
Scan. Well, on that condition—take heed you don’t 


fail me. 
Mrs. Fra. I shall get a fine reputation, by coming to 
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see fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are you here 
too? Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is safe with you, we know. 

Scan. Tattle. 

Tatr. Mum——O madam, you do me too much honour. 

Vat. Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 

Mrs. Frat. Angelica? Manners! 

Vat. What, you will allow an absent lover 

Mrs. Frait. No, I’ll allow a lover present with his mis- 
tress to be particular—but otherwise I think his passion 
ought to give place to his manners. 

Vat. But what if he has more passion than manners? 

Mrs. Fra. Then let him marry and reform. 

Vat. Marriage indeed may qualifie the fury of his passion, 
but it very rarely mends a man’s manners. 

Mrs. Frait. You are the most mistaken in the world; 
there is no creature perfectly civil, but a husband. For ina 
little time he grows only rude to his wife, and that is the 
highest good breeding, for it begets his civility to other people. 
Well, I’ll tell you news; but I suppose you hear your brother 
Benjamin is landed. And my brother Foresight’s daughter 
is come out of the country: I assure you, there’s a match 
talk’d of by the old people——Weell, if he be but as great a 
sea-beast, as she is a land-monster, we shall have a most 
amphibious breed——The progeny will be all otters: he has 
been bred at sea, and she has never been out of the country. 

Vat. Pox take ’em, their conjunction bodes me no good, 
I’m sure. 

Mrs. Frart. Now you talk of conjunction, my brother 
Foresight has cast both their nativities, and prognosticates 
an admiral and an eminent justice of the peace to be the issue- 
male of their two bodies; ’tis the most superstitious old fool! 
He would have perswaded me, that this was an unlucky day, 
and wou’d not let me come abroad: but I invented a dream, 
and sent him to Artimedorus for interpretation, and so stole 
out to see you. Well, and what will you giveme now? Come, 
I must have something. 

VAL. Step into the next room 
thing. 


and I'll give you some- 
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Scan. Ay, we'll all give you something. 

Mrs. Frart. Well, what will you all give me? 

Vat. Mine’s a secret. 

Mrs. Fram. I thought you would give me something, 
that would be a trouble to you to keep. 

Vat. And Scandal shall give you a good name. 

Mrs. Frait.  That’s more than he has for himself. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle? 

Tatr. I? My soul, madam. 

Mrs. Frat. Pooh, no I thank you, I have enough to 
do to take care of my own. Well; but I’ll come and see you 
one of these mornings: I hear you have a great many pictures. 

Tatr. I have a pretty good collection at your service, 
some originals. 

Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seasons and the 
Twelve Czsars, paultry copies; and the Five Senses, as ill 
represented as they are in himself; and he himself is the only 
original you will see there. 

Mrs. Frait. Ay, but I hear he has a closet of beau- 
ties. 

Scan. Yes, all that have done him favours, if you will 
believe him. 

Mrs. Frait. Ay, let me see those, Mr. Tattle. 

Tatr. Oh madam, those are sacred to love and contem- 
plation. No man but the painter and my self was ever blest 
with the sight. 

Mrs. Frat. Well, but a woman 

Tatr. Nor woman, ’till she consented to have her picture 
there too for then she’s oblig’d to keep the secret. 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd see pictures. 

Mrs. Frat. You? 

Scan. Yes Faith, I can shew you your own picture, and 
most of your acquaintance to the life, and as like as at Knel- 
ler’s. 

Mrs. Fra. O lying creature—Valentine, does not he 
lye? I can’t believe a word he says. 

Vat. No indeed, he speaks truth now: for as Tattle has 
pictures of all that have granted him favours, he has the 
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pictures of all that have refus’d him: if satires, descriptions, 
characters, and lampoons are pictures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are most in black and white.—And 
yet there are some set out in their true colours, both men and 
women. I can shew you pride, folly, affection, wantonness, 
inconstancy, covetousness, dissimulation, malice and igno- 
rance, all in one piece. Then I can shew you lying, foppery, 
vanity, cowardice, bragging, lechery, impotence and ugliness 
in another piece; and yet one of these is a celebrated beauty, 
and t’other a profest beau. I have paintings too, some 
pleasant enough. 

Mrs. Frait. Come, let’s hear ’em. 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a Bagnio, cupping for a 
complexion, and sweating for a shape. 

Mrs. Frar. So. 

Scan. Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cellar with 
a hackney coachman. 

Mrs. Frait. O devil! Well, but that story is not true. 

Scan. I have some hieroglyphicks too; I have a lawyer 
with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face; a divine 
with two faces, and one head; and I have a soldier with his 
brains in his belly, and his heart where his head should be. 

Mrs. Frat. And no head? 

Scan. No head. 

Mrs. Frait. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you 
ne’er a poet? 

SCAN. Yes, I have a poet weighing words, and selling 
praise for praise, and a critick picking his pocket. I have 
another large piece too, representing a school; where there 
are huge proportion’d criticks, with long wiggs, lac’d coats, 
Steinkirk cravats, and terrible faces; with cat-calls in their 
hands, and horn-books about their necks. I have many more 
of this kind, very well painted, as you shall see. 

Mrs. Frat. Well, I'll come, if it be but to disprove 
you. 
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SCENE XV 
[To them] JEREMY 


Jere. Sir, here’s the steward again from your father. 

Vat. I'll come to him will you give me leave, I’ll 
wait on you again presently. 

Mrs. Frat. - No, I'll be gone. Come, who squires me to 
the Exchange, I must call my sister Foresight there? 

Scan. I will: I have a mind to your sister. 

Mrs. Frat. Civil! 

Tatr. I will; because I have a tendre for your Ladyship. 

Mrs. Frait. That’s somewhat the better reason, to 
my opinion. 

Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better 
opportunity to engage your sister. 

Vat. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard conditions 
to come abroad, and be at liberty to see her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you, and your proceedings. 
If indiscretion be a sign of love, you are the most a lover of 
any body that I know: you fancy that parting with your 
estate, will help you to your mistress in my mind he is 
a thoughtless adventurer, 

Who hopes to purchase wealth, by selling land; 
Or win a mistress, with a losing hand. 


[End of the First Act.] 


yes eh hal lh | 
SCENE I, 4 room in Foresicut’s house 


ForESIGHT and SERVANT 
Fore. Hey day! What, are all the women of my family 
abroad? Is not my wife come home? Nor my sister, nor my 


daughter? 
Serv. No, sir. 
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Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? Sure 
the moon is in all her fortitudes; is my neice Angelica at 
home? 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Fore. I believe you lie, sir. 

Serv. Sir? i 

Fore. I say you lie, sir. It is impossible that any thing 
should be as I wou’d have it; for I was born, sir, when the 
Crab was ascending, and all my affairs go backward. 

Serv. I can’t tell indeed, sir. 

Fore. No, I know you can’t, sir: but I can tell, and 
foretell, sir. ; 


SCENE II 
[To them] Nurse 


Fore. Nurse, where’s your young mistress? 

Nurse. Wee’st heart, I know not, they’re none of ’em 
come home yet: poor child, I warrant she’s fond o’ seeing the 
town—marry, pray Heav’n they ha’ given her any dinner— 
good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O strange; I'll vow and swear 
now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you ever see the like! 

Fore. Why how now, what’s the matter? 

Nurse. Pray Heav’n send your worship good luck, 
marry and amen with all my heart, for you have put on one 
stocking with the wrong side outward. 

Fore. Ha, how? Faith and troth I’m glad of it, and so 
I have, that may be good luck in troth, in troth it may, very 
good luck; nay I have had some omens: I got out of bed 
backwards too this morning, without premeditation; pretty 
good that too; but then I stumbled coming down stairs, and 
met a weasel; bad omens those: some bad, some good, our 
lives are checquer’d: mirth and sorrow, want and plenty, 
night and day, make up our time——but in troth I am 
pleas’d at my stocking; very well pleas’d at my stocking 
Oh here’s my neice! Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampson Legend 
Pll wait on him if he’s at leisure, *tis now three a clock, a 
very good hour for business, Mercury governs this 
hour. 


SCENE 111] Love for Love 209 


SCENE III 
ANGELICA, ForesicHt, NursE 


Ane. Is it not a good hour for pleasure too, Uncle? pray 
lend me your coach, mine’s out of order. 

Fore. What, wou’d you be gadding too? Sure all females 
are mad to day—it is of evil portent, and bodes mischief to 
the master of a family I remember an old prophesie 
written by Messahalah the Arabian, and thus translated bya 
reverend Buckinghamshire bard. 


When housewifes all the house forsake, 
And leave good man to brew and bake, 
Withouten guile, then be it said, 

That house doth stond upon its head; 
And when the head is set in grond, 

Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 


Fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes horns; the fruit of the 
head is horns dear neice, stay at home for by the head 
of the house is meant the husband; the prophecy needs no 
explanation. 

Anco. Well, but I can neither make you a cuckold, uncle, 
by going abroad; nor secure you from being one, by staying 
at home. 

Fore. Yes, yes; while there’s one woman left, the proph- 
ecy is not in full force. 

Anco. But my inclinations are in force; I have a mind to 
go abroad; and if you won’t lend me your coach, I’ll take a 
hackney, or a chair, and leave you to erect a scheme, and 
find who’s in conjunction with your wife. Why don’t you 
keep her at home, if you’re jealous of her when she’s abroad? 
You know my aunt is a little retrograde (as you call it) in her 
nature. Uncle, I’m afraid you are not lord of the ascendant, 
ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Well, jill-flirt, you are very pert 
ridiculing that celestial science. 

Ane. Nay uncle, don’t be angry——If you are, I’ll reap 
up all your false prophecies, ridiculous dreams, and idle 


and always 
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divinations. I’ll swear you are a nusance to the neighbour- 
hood what a bustle did you keep against the last invisible 
eclipse, laying in provision as ’twere for a siege? What a 
world of fire and candle, matches and tinderboxes did you 
purchase! One would have thought we were ever after to 
live under ground, or at least making a voyage to Greenland, 
to inhabit there all the dark season. 

Fore. Why, you malapert slut 

Anc. Will you lend me your coach, or I'll go on 
nay, I’ll declare how you prophecy’d popery was coming, 
only because the butler had mis-laid some of the apostle 
spoons, and thought they were lost. Away went religion and 
spoonmeat together indeed, uncle, I’ll indite you for 
a wizard. 

Fore. How hussy! was there ever such a provoking minx? 

Nurse. O merciful father, how she talks! 

Anco. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful midnight 
practices; you and the old nurse there 

Nourse. Marry Heav’n defend I at midnight practices 
——O Lord, what’s here to do?—I in unlawful doings with 
my master’s worship why, did you ever hear the like now 
sir, did ever I do any thing of your midnight concerns 
but warm your bed, and tuck you up, and set the candle 
and your tobacco-box, and your urinal by you, and now and 
then rub the soles of your feet? -——O Lord, I!—— 

Anco. Yes, I saw you together, thro’ the keyhole of the 
closet, one night, like Saul and the Witch of Endor, turning 
the sieve and sheers, and pricking your thumbs, to write 
poor innocent servants names in blood, about a little nutmeg 
grater, which she had forgot in the caudle-cup nay, I 
_ know something worse, if I would speak of it 

Fore. I defie you, hussy; but I’ll remember this, I’ll be 
reveng’d on you, cockatrice; I’ll hamper you you have 
your fortune in your own hands—but I’ll find a way to make 
your lover, your prodigal spendthrift gallant, Valentine, pay 
for all, I will. 

Anco. Will you? I care not, but all shall out then 
look to’t, nurse; I can bring witness that you have a great 
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unnatural teat under your left arm, and he another; and that 
you suckle a young devil in the shape of a tabby-cat, by 
turns, I can. 

Nurse. A teat, a teat, I an unnatural teat! O the false 
slanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing but like 
another Christian. [Crying. 

Fore. I will have patience, since it is the will of the stars 
I should be thus tormented This is the effect of the 
malicious conjurictions and oppositions in the third house of 
my nativity; there the curse of kindred was foretold But 
I will have my doors lock’d up Pll punish you, not a man 
shall enter my house. 

Anc. Do uncle, lock ’em up quickly before my aunt 
come home You'll have a letter for alimony to morrow 
morning But let me be gone first, and then let no mankind 
come near the house, but converse with spirits and the celes- 
tial signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and the Goat. Bless me! 
there are a great many horn’d beasts among the Twelve 
Signs, uncle. But cuckolds go to Heav’n. 

Fore. But there’s but one Virgin among the Twelve 
Signs, spitfire, but one Virgin. 

Anco. Nor there had not been that one, if she had had to do 
with any thing but astrologers, uncle. That makes my 
aunt go abroad. 

Fore. How? How? Is that the reason? Come, you 
know something; tell me, and I'll forgive you; do, good neice 
—come, you shall have my coach and horses, faith and 
troth you shall does my wife complain? Come, I know 
women tell one another—she is young and sanguine, has a 
wanton hazle eye, and was born under Gemini, which may 
incline her to society; she has a mole upon her lip, with a 
moist palm, and an open liberality on the mount of Venus. 

Anc. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Do you laugh? Well gentlewoman, I’ll but 
come, be a good girl, don’t perplex your poor uncle, tell me 
won't you speak? Odd I'll 
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SCENE IV 
[To them] SERVANT 


Serv. Sir Sampson is coming down to wait upon you— 

Anc. Good bu’y uncle call me a chair I'll find 
out my aunt, and tell her, she must not come home. 

Fore. I’m so perplex’d and vex’d, I am not fit to receive 
him; I shall scarce recover my self before the hour be past: 
Go nurse, tell Sir Sampson I’m ready to wait on him. 

Nurse. Yes, sir. 

Fore. Well—why, if I was born to be a cuckold, there’s 
no more to be said—he’s here already. 


SCENE V 
ForesicuT, and Str Sampson LEGEND with a paper 


Sir Samp. Nornomore to be done, old boy; that’s plain— 
here ’tis, I have it in my hand, old Ptolomee; I’ll make the 
ungracious prodigal know who begat him; I will, old Nostro- 
damus. What, I warrant my son thought nothing belong’d 
to a father, but forgiveness and affection; no authority, no 
correction, no arbitrary power; nothing to be done, but for 
him to offend and me to pardon. I warrant you, if he danc’d 
till doomsday, he thought I was to pay the piper. Well, but 
here it is under black and white, signatum, sigillatum, and 
deliberatum; that as soon as my son Benjamin is arriv’d, he 
is to make over to him his right of inheritance. Where’s my 
daughter that is to be hah! old Merlin! body o’me, I’m 
so glad I’m reveng’d on this undutiful rogue. 

Fore. Odso, let me see; let me see the paper—Ay, faith 
and troth, here ’tis, if it will but hold I wish things were 
done, and the conveyance made when was this sign’d, 
what hour? Odso, you should have consulted me for the 
time. Well, but we’ll make haste—— 

Sir Samp. Haste, ay, ay; haste enough, my son Ben will 
be in town to night—I have order’d my lawyer to draw up 
writings of settlement and jointure all shall be done to 
night—no matter for the time; prithee, brother Foresight, 
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leave superstition pox o’th’ time; there’s no time but the 
time present, there’s no more to be said of what’s past, and 
all that is to come will happen. If the sun shine by day, and 
the stars by night, why, we shall know one another’s faces 
without the help of a candle, and that’s all the stars are 
good for. 

Fore. How, how? Sir Sampson, that all? Give me 
leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir Samp. [tell you I am wise; and Sapiens dominabitur 
astris; there’s Latin for you to prove it, and an argument to 
confound your Ephemeris ignorant! I tell you, I 
have travell’d old Fircu, and know the globe. I have seen 
the Antipodes, where the sun rises at midnight, and sets at 
noon-day. 

Fore. But I tell you, I have travell’d, and travell’d in 
the ccelestial spheres, known the signs and the planets, and 
their houses. Can judge of motions direct and retrograde, of 
sextiles, quadrates, trines and oppositions, fiery trigons and 
aquatical trigons. Know whether life shall be long or short, 
happy or unhappy, whether diseases are curable or incurable. 
If journeys shall be prosperous, undertakings successful; or 
goods stoll’n recover’d, I know 

Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperor of China’s 
foot; have kiss’d the Great Mogul’s slipper, and rid a hunting 
upon an elephant with the Cham of Tartary, body o’me, 
I have made a cuckold of a king, and the present majesty of 
Bantam is the issue of these loins. 

Fore. I know when travellers lye or speak truth, when 
they don’t know it themselves. 

Sir Samp. I have known an astrologer made a cuckold in 
the twinkling of a star; and seen a conjurer, that cou’d not 
keep the devil out of his wife’s circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too? I must 
be better inform’d of this,—[Aside.] do you mean my 
wife, Sir Sampson? Tho’ you made a cuckold of the King 
of Bantam, yet by the body of the sun 

Str Samp. By the horns of the moon, you wou’d say, 
brother Capricorn. 
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Fore. Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mandevil; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou liar 
of the first magnitude. Take back your paper of inheritance; 
send your son to sea again. I’ll wed my daughter to an 
Egyptian mummy, e’er she shall incorporate with a contemner 
of sciences, and a defamer of virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body o’me, I have gone too far; I must 
not provoke honest Albumazar, an Egyptian mummy is 
an illustrious creature, my trusty hieroglyphick; and may 
have significations of futurity about him; odsbud, I would 
my son were an Egyptian mummy for thy sake. What, thou 
art not angry for a jest, my good Haly I reverence the 
sun, moon and stars with all my heart.—What, I’ll make thee 
a present of a mummy: now I think on’t, body o’me, I have 
a shoulder of an Egyptian king, that I purloin’d from one of 
the pyramids, powder’d with hieroglyphicks, thou shalt have 
it brought home to thy house, and make an entertainment for 
all the philomaths, and students in physick and astrology in 
and about London. 

Fore. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Sampson? 

Sir Samp. Thy wife is a constellation of virtues; she’s 
the moon, and thou art the man in the moon: nay, she is more 
illustrious than the moon; for she has her chastity without 
her inconstancy, s’bud I was but in jest. 


SCENE Vi 
[To them] JEREMY 


Srrk Samp. How now, who sent for you? Ha! What 
wou’d you have? 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in jest 
I don’t like his physiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My son, sir; what son, sir? My son Benjamin, 
hoh? 

Jere. No, sir, Mr. Valentine, my master,—’tis the first 
time he has been abroad since his confinement, and he comes 
to pay his duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Well, sir. 


Who’s that fellow? 
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SCENE VII 
ForeEsIGHT, Str Sampson, VALENTINE, JEREMY 


Jere. He is here, sir. 

Vat. Your blessing, sir. 

Srr Samp. You’ve had it already, sir, I think I sent it you 
to day in a bill of four thousand pound: a great deal of 
mony, brother Foresight. 

Fore. Ay indeed, Sir Sampson, a great deal of mony for 
a young man, I wonder what he can do with it! 

Str Samp. Body o’me, so do I. Hark ye, Valentine, 
if there be too much, refund the superfluity; do’st hear boy? 

Vat. Superfluity, sir, it will scarce pay my debts,—I hope 
you will have more indulgence, than to oblige me to those 
hard conditions, which my necessity sign’d to. 

Srr Samp. Sir, how, I beseech you, what were you pleas’d 
to intimate, concerning indulgence? 

Vat. Why, sir, that you wou’d not go to the extremity of 
the conditions, but release me at least from some part. 

Srr Same. Oh sir, I understand you—that’s all, ha? 

Vat. Yes, sir, all that I presume to ask.—But what you, 
out of fatherly fondness, will be pleas’d to add, shall be 
doubly welcome. 

Str Samp. No doubt of it, sweet sir, but your filial piety, 
and my fatherly fondness wou’d fit like two tallies. Here’s 
a rogue, brother Foresight, makes a bargain under hand and 
seal in the morning, and would be releas’d from it in the 
afternoon; here’s a rogue, dog, here’s conscience and honesty; 
this is your wit now, this is the morality of your wits! You 
are a wit, and have been a beau, and may be a why 
sirrah, is it not here under hand and seal——can you deny it? 

Vat. Sir, I don’t deny it. 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you’ll be hang’d; I shall live to see you 
go up Holborn-Hill—has he not a rogue’s face? Speak, 
brother, you understand physiognomy, a hanging look to me 
of all my boys the most unlike me; he has a damn’d 
Tyburn-face, without the benefit o’the clergy. 
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Fore. Hum—truly I don’t care to discourage a young 
man, he has a violent death in his face; but I hope no 
danger of hanging. 

VaL. _ Sir, is this usage for your son ?—for that old weather- 
headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; but you, sir 

Sir Samp. You, sir; and you, sir:—why, who are you, sir? 

Vat. Your son, sir. 

Srr Samp. That’s more than I know, sir, and I believe not. 

Va. Faith, I hope not. 

Str Samp. What, wou’d you have your mother a whore! 
Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! 
Body o’me 

Vat. I would have an excuse for your barbarity and 
unnatural usage. 

Srr Samp. Excuse! Impudence! Why, sirrah, mayn’t 
I do what I please? Are not you my slave? Did not I beget 
you? And might not I have chosen whether I would have 
begot you or no? ’Oons who are you? Whence came you? 
What brought you into the world? How came you here, sir? 
Here, to stand here, upon those two legs, and look erect with 
that audacious face, hah? Answer me that? Did you come 
a volunteer into the world? Or did I, with the lawful author- 
ity of a parent, press you to the service? 

Vat. I know no more why I came, than you do why you 
call’d me. But here I am, and if you don’t mean to provide 
for me, I desire you would leave me as you found me. 

Srr Samp. With all my heart: come, uncase, strip, and 
go naked out of the world, as you came into’t. 

Vat. My cloaths are soon put off: but you must also 
divest me of reason, thought, passions, inclinations, affections, 
appetites, senses, and the huge train of attendants that you 
begot along with me. 

Sir Samp. Body o’me, what a many-headed monster 
have I propagated! . 

Vat. Iam of my self, a plain easie simple creature; and 
to be kept at small expence; but the retinue that you gave 
me are craving and invincible; they are so many devils that 
you have rais’d, and will have employment. 
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Str Samp. ’Oons, what had I to do to get children, 
can’t a private man be born without all these followers? 
Why nothing under an emperor should be born with appetites, 
why at this rate a fellow that has but a groat in his 
pocket, may have a stomach capable of a ten shilling ordinary. 

Jere. Nay that’s as clear as the sun; I’ll make oath of 
it before any Justice in Middlesex. 

Str Same. Here’s a cormorant too,—’s’heart this fellow 
was not born with you? I did not beget him, did I?— 

Jere. By the provision that’s made for me, you might 
have begot me too:—nay, and to tell your worship another 
truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born with those same 
whoreson appetites too, that my master speaks of. 

Srr Samp. Why look you there now, I'll maintain 
it, that by the rule of right reason, this fellow ought to have 
been born without a palate. ’S’heart, what shou’d he do with 
a distinguishing taste?—I warrant now he’d rather eat a 
pheasant, than a piece of poor John; and smell, now, why I 
warrant he can smell, and loves perfumes above a stink. 
Why there’s it; and musick, don’t you love musick, scoundrel? 

Jere. Yes, I have a reasonable good ear, sir, as to jiggs 
and country dances; and the like; I don’t much matter your 
solo’s or sonata’s, they give me the spleen. 

Srr Samp. The spleen, ha, ha, ha, a pox confound you— 
solo’s or sonata’s? ’Oons whose son are you? How were 
you engendred, muckworm? 

Jere. I am by my father, the son of a chair-man; my 
mother sold oisters in winter, and cucumbers in summer; 
and I came up stairs into the world; for I was born in a cellar. 

Fore. By your looks, you shou’d go up stairs out of the 
world too, friend. 

Sir Samp. And if this rogue were anatomiz’d now, and 
dissected, he has his vessels of digestion and concoction, and 
so forth, large enough for the inside of a cardinal, this son of 
a cucumber. These things are unaccountable and un- 
reasonable,—body o’me, why was not I a bear? that my 
cubs might have liv’d upon sucking their paws; nature has 
been provident only to bears and spiders; the one has its 
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nutriment in his own hands; and t’other spins his habitation 
out of his own entrails. 

Vat. Fortune was provident enough to supply all the 
necessities of my nature; if I had my right of inheritance. 

Sir Samp. Again! ’Oons ha’nt you four thousand 
pound if I had it again, I wou’d not give thee a groat, 
what, would’st thou have me turn pelican, and feed thee out 
of my own vitals?—’S’heart, live by your wits, you were 
always fond of the wits,—Now let’s see, if you have wit 
enough to keep your self- your brother will be in town to 
night, or to morrow morning, and then look you perform 
covenants, and so your friend and servant. Come brother 
Foresight. 


SCENE VIII 
VALENTINE, JEREMY 


Jere. I told you what your visit wou’d come to. 

Vat. ’Tis as much as I expected—I did not come to see 
him: I came to Angelica: but since she was gone abroad, it 
was easily turn’d another way; and at least look’d well on 
my side: what’s here? Mrs. Foresight and Mrs. Frail, they 
are earnest, I'll avoid ’em,—come this way, and go and 
enquire when Angelica will return. 


SCENE IX 
Mrs. Foresicut, and Mrs. FRAIL 


Mrs. Fratt. What have you to do to watch me? ’S’life 
T'll do what I please. 

Mrs. Fore. You will? 

Mrs. Frait. Yes marry will I a great piece of business 
to go to Covent Garden Square in a hackney-coach, and take 
a turn with one’s friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three turns, I’ll take my oath. 

Mrs. Frat. Well, what if I took twenty I warrant 
if you had been there, it had been only innocent recreation,— 
Lord, where’s the comfort of this life, if we can’t have the 
happiness of conversing where we like? 
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Mrs. Fore. But can’t you converse at home? I 
own it, I think there’s no happiness like conversing with an 
agreeable man; I don’t quarrel at that, nor I don’t think but 
your conversation was very innocent; but the place is publick, 
and to be seen with a man in a hackney-coach is scandalous: 
what if any body else shou’d have seen you alite, as I did? 
How can any body be happy, while they’re in perpetual 
fear of being seen and censur’d?—Besides it wou’d not only 
reflect upon you, sister, but me. 

Mrs. Frait.. Pooh, here’s a clutter—why shou’d it 
reflect upon you?—I don’t doubt but you have thought your 
self happy in a hackney-coach before now.—If I had gone to 
Knight’s-Bridge, or to Chelsey, or to Spring-Garden, or 
Barn-Elms with a man alone——something might have been 
said. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of those places? 
What do you mean, sister? 

Mrs. Frait. Was I? What do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worse place. 

Mrs. Frait. I at a worse place, and with a man! 

Mrs. Fore. I suppose you would not go alone to the 
World’s-End. 

Mrs. Frat. The World’s-End! What, do you mean to 
banter me? 

Mrs. Fore. Poorinnocent! You don’t know that there’s 
a place call’d the World’s-End? I’ll swear you can keep your 
countenance purely, you’d make an admirable player. 

Mrs. Fraw. I'll swear you have a great deal of con- 
fidence, and in my mind too much for the stage. 

Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has most, 
you never were at the World’s-End? 

Mrs. Frat. No. 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it positively to my face. 

Mrs. Fram. Your face, what’s your face? 

Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it’s as good a face as 
yours. 

Mrs. Frat. Not by a dozen years wearing. But I 
do deny it positively to your face then. 
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Mrs. Fore. I’ll allow you now to find fault with my 
face’ for I’ll swear your impudence has put me out of 
countenance: but look you here now,—where did you 
lose this gold bodkin?——Oh sister, sister! 

Mrs. Frat. My bodkin! 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, ’tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs. Frait. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this bodkin? Oh sister, sister!—Sister every way. 

Mrs. Fore. O devil on’t, that I cou’d not discover her, 
without betraying my self. [Aside. 

Mrs. Frait. I have heard gentlemen say, sister; that 
one shou’d take great care, when one makes a thrust in 
fencing, not to lye open ones self. 

Mrs. Fore. It’s very true, sister: well, since all’s out, 
and as you say, since we are both wounded, let us do what is 
often done in duels, take care of one another, and grow 
better friends than before. 

Mrs. Fra. With all my heart, ours are but slight flesh 
wounds, and if we keep ’em from air, not at all dangerous: 
well, give me your hand in token of sisterly secresie and 
affection. 

Mrs. Fore. Here ’tis with all my heart. 

Mrs. Frart. Well, as an earnest of friendship and con- 
fidence: [’ll acquaint you with a design that I have: to tell 
truth, and speak openly one to another: I’m afraid the world 
have observ’d us more than we have observ’d one another. 
You have a rich husband, and are provided for, I am at a 
loss, and have no great stock either of fortune or reputation; 
and therefore must look sharply about me. Sir Sampson 
has a son that is expected to night; and by the account I have 
heard of his education, can be no conjurer: the estate you 
know is to be made over to him: now if I cou’d wheedle him, 
sister, ha? You understand me? 

Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmost of my 
power—and I can tell you one thing that falls out luckily 
enough; my awkward daughter-in-law, who you know is 
design’d to be his wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; now 
if we can improve that, and make her have an aversion for 
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the booby, it may go a great way towards his liking you. 
Here they come together; and let us contrive some way or 
other to leave ’em together. 


SCENE X 
[To them] TaTtLe and Miss Prue 


Miss. Mother, mother, mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fore. Fie, fie, miss, how you bawl 
have told you, you must not call me mother. 

Miss. What must I call you then, are you not my father’s 
wife? ; 

Mrs. Fore. ‘Madam; you must say madam by my 
soul, I shall fancy my self old indeed, to have this great girl 
call me mother well, but miss, what are you so over- 
joy’d at? 

Miss. Look you here, madam then, what Mr. Tattle has 
giv’n me look you here cousin, here’s a snuff-box; nay, 
there’s snuff in’t;—here, will you have any oh good! 
how sweet it is—Mr. Tattle is all over sweet, his perruke is 
sweet, and his gloves are sweet, and his handkerchief is 
sweet, pure sweet, sweeter than roses—smell him mother, 
madam, I mean—he gave me this ring for a kiss. 

Tatr. O fie miss, you must not kiss and tell. 

Miss. Yes; I may tell my mother and he says he'll 
give me something to make me smell so oh pray lend me 
your handkerchief—smell, cousin; he says, he’ll give me some- 
thing that will make my smocks smell this way is not it 
pure? It’s better than lavender mun—I’m resolv’d I 
won’t let nurse put any more lavender among my smocks— 
ha, cousin? 

Mrs. Fra. Fie, miss; amongst your linnen, you must 
say—you must never say smock. 

Miss. Why, it is not bawdy, is it, cousin? 

Tatr. Oh madam; you are too severe upon miss; you 
must not find fault with her pretty simplicity, it becomes her 
strangely pretty miss, don’t let "em perswade you out 
of your innocency. 


besides, I 
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“Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you toad I wish you don’t 


perswade her out of her innocency. 

Tatr. Who I, madam?——Oh Lord how can your Lady- 
ship have such a thought—sure you don’t know me? 

Mrs. Frat. Ah devil, sly devil He’s as close, sister, 
as a confessor. he thinks we don’t observe him. 

Mrs. Fore. A cunning cur, how soon he cou’d find out 
a fresh harmless creature; and left us, sister, presently. 

Tatr. Upon reputation. 

Mrs. Fore. They’re all so, sister, these men—they love 
to have the spoiling of a young thing, they are as fond 
of it, as of being first in the fashion, or of seeing a new play 
the first day, I warrant it would break Mr. Tattle’s 
heart, to think that any body else shou’d be beforehand with 
him. 

Tatr. Oh Lord, I swear I wou’d not for the world 

Mrs. Frait. O hang you; who'll believe you?—You’d 
be hang’d before you’d confess—we know you—she’s very 
pretty !—Lord, what pure red and white!—she looks so whol- 
some;—ne’er stir, I don’t know, but I fancy, if I were a man— 

Miss. How you love to jeer one, cousin. 

Mrs. Fore. Hark’ee, sister,—by my soul the girl is 
spoil’d already—d’ee think she’ll ever endure a great lubberly 
tarpawlin—gad I warrant you, she won’t let him come near 
her, after Mr. Tattle. 

Mrs. Frait. O’my soul, [’m afraid not—eh!—filthy 
creature, that smells all of pitch and tarr devil take you, 
you confounded toad——why did you see her, before she was 
married? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him my husband 
will hang us he’ll think we brought ’em acquainted. 

Mrs. Fratt. Come, faith let us be gone 
Brother Foresight shou’d find us with them; 
so, sure enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou’d 
gether is as bad 
an opportunity. 

Mrs. Frat. I don’t care; I won’t be seen in’t. 


if my 
he’d think 


but then leaving ’em to- 
and he’s such a sly devil, he’ll never miss 
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Mrs. Fore. Well, if you should, Mr. Tattle, you'll 


have a world to answer for, remember I wash my hands of 
it, ’'m throughly innocent. 


SCENE XI 
Tatrie, Miss Prue 


Miss. What makes ’em go away, Mr. Tattle? What do 
they mean, do you know? 

Tatr. Yes, my dear I think I can guess—but hang 
me if I know the reason of it. 

Miss. Come, must not we go too? 

Tatr. No, no, they don’t mean that. 

Miss. No! What then? What shall you and I do to- 
gether? 

Tatr. I must make love to you, pretty miss; will you 
let me make love to you? 

Miss. Yes, if you please. 

Tatr. Frank, I gad, at least. What a pox does Mrs. 
Foresight mean by this civility? Is it to make a fool of me? 
or does she leave us together out of good morality, and do 
as she would be done by gad [ll understand it so. [Aside. 

Miss. Well; and how will you make love to me—— 
come, I long to have you begin must I make love too? 
You must tell me how. 

Tatr. You must let me speak miss, you must not speak 
first; I must ask you questions, and you must answer. 

Miss. What, is it like the catechism? Come then ask 


me. 
Tatr. D’ye think you can love me? 
Miss. Yes. 


Tatr. Pooh, pox, you must not say yes already; I shan’t 
care a farthing for you then in a twinkling. 

Miss. What must I say then? 

Tatr. Why you must say no, or you believe not, or you 
can’t tell 

Miss. Why, must I tell a lie then? 

Tatr. Yes, if you’d be well bred. All well-bred persons 
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lie——Besides, you are a woman, you must never speak what 
you think: your words must contradict your thoughts; but 
your actions may contradict your words. So, when I ask you, 
if you can love me, you must say no, but you must love me 
too—if I tell you you are handsome, you must deny it, and say 
I flatter you but you must think your self more charming 
than I speak you:—and like me, for the beauty which I say 
you have, as much as if I had it my self—if I ask you to kiss 
me, you must be angry, but you must not refuse me. If I 
ask you for more, you must be more angry,—but more 
complying; and as soon as ever I make you say you'll cry 
out, you must be sure to hold your tongue. 

Miss. O Lord, I swear this is pure,—I like it better than 
our old fashion’d country way of speaking one’s mind;—and 
must not you lie too? 

Tatr. Hum yes—But you must believe I speak 
truth. 

Miss. O Gemini! Well, I always had a great mind to tell 
lies but they frighted me, and said it was a sin. 

Tatr. Well, my pretty creature; will you make me happy 
by giving me a kiss? 

Miss. No, indeed; I’m angry at you.— 

[Runs and kisses him. 

Tatr. Hold, hold, that’s pretty well—but you should 
not have given it me, but have suffer’d me to have taken it. 

Miss. Well, we'll do it again. 

Tatr. With all my heart 


now then my little angel. 
[Kisses her. 


Miss. Pish. 
Tatr. That’s right, 


again my charmer. 
[Kisses again. 

Miss. O fie, nay, now I can’t abide you. 

Tatr. Admirable! That was as well as if you had been 
born and bred in Covent-Garden,—And won’t you shew me, 
pretty miss, where your bed-chamber is? 

Miss. No, indeed won’t I: but I’ll run there, and hide 
my self from you behind the curtains. 

Tatr. Tl follow you. 
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Miss. Ah, but I’ll hold the door with both hands, and be 


angry;—and you shall push me down before you come in. 

Tatr. No, [ll come in first, and push you down after- 
wards. 

Miss. Will you? then [’ll be more angry, and more 
complying. 

Tatr. Then I’ll make you cry out. 

Miss. Oh but you shan’t, for I’ll hold my tongue— 

Tatr. Oh my dear apt scholar. 

Miss. Well; now I’ll run and make more haste than 
you. 

Tatr. You shall not fly so fast, as I’ll pursue. 


[End of the Second Act.] 


A Gar. Lil 
SCENE], Nurse alone 


Nurse. Miss, miss, Miss Prue—Mercy on me, marry 
and amen. Why, what’s become of the child? Why miss, 
Miss Foresight—sure she has lockt her self up in her chamber, 
and gone to sleep, or to prayers: miss, miss, I hear her 
come to your father, child: open the door open the door, 
miss I hear you cry husht——O Lord, who’s there? 
[peeps] What’s here to dof——O the Father! a man with 
her! Why, miss I say; God’s my life, here’s fine doings 
towards——O Lord, we’re all undone——O you young 
harlotry [knocks.] Od’s my life, won’t you open the door? 
Ill come in the back way. 


SCENE II 
TatTrLe, Miss Prue 


Miss. O Lord, she’s coming—and she’ll tell my father, 
what shall I do now? 

Tatr. Pox take her; if she had staid two minutes longer, 
I shou’d have wish’d for her coming. 
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Miss. O dear, what shall I say? Tell me, Mr. Tattle, 


tell me a lie. 

Tatr. There’s no occasion for a lie; I cou’d never tell a 
lie to no purpose but since we have done nothing, we 
must say nothing, I think. I hear her I'll leave you 
together, and come off as you can. 

[Thrusts her in, and shuts the door. 


SCENE*TEI 
TATTLE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, ANGELICA 


Anco. You can’t accuse me of inconstancy; I never told 
you that I lov’d you. 

Vat. But I can accuse you of uncertainty, for not telling 
me whether you did or not. 

Anc. You mistake indifference for uncertainty; I never 
had concern enough to ask my self the question. 

Scan. Nor good nature enough to answer him that did 
ask you: I’ll say that for you, madam. 

Anc. What, are you setting up for good nature? 

Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the women do for 
ill nature. 

Anco. Perswade your friend, that it is all affectation. 

Scan. I shall receive no benefit from the opinion: for I 
know no effectual difference between continued affectation 
and reality. 

Tatr. [coming up.] Scandal, are you in private discourse, 
any thing of secresie? [Aside to Scandal. 

Scan. Yes, but I dare trust you; we were talking of 
Angelica’s love to Valentine; you won’t speak of it. 

Tatr. No, no, not a syllable—I know that’s a secret, for 
it’s whisper’d every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha. 

Anc. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you say something 
was whisper’d every where. 

Scan. Your love of Valentine. 

Anc. How! 

Tarr. No, madam, his love for your Ladiship——gad 
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take me, I beg your pardon for I never heard a word of 
your Ladiship’s passion, ’till this instant. 

Anc. My passion! And who told you of my passion, 
pray sir? 

Scan. Why, is the devil in you? Did not I tell it you 
for a secret? 

Tatr. Gadso; but I thought she might have been trusted 
with her own affairs. 

Scan. Is that your discretion? trust a woman with her 

self? 
Tatr. You say true, I beg your pardon;—I’ll bring all 
off—it was impossible, madam, for me to imagine, that a 
person of your Ladiship’s wit and gallantry, could have so 
long receiv’d the passionate addresses of the accomplish’d 
Valentine, and yet remain insensible; therefore you will 
pardon me, if from a just weight of his merit, with your 
Ladiship’s good judgment, I form’d the ballance of a recip- 
rocal affection. 

Vat. O the devil, what damn’d costive poet has given 
thee this lesson of fustian to get by rote? 

Anc. I dare swear you wrong him, it is his own—and 
Mr. Tattle only judges of the success of others, from the 
effects of his own merit. For certainly Mr. Tattle was 
never deny’d any thing in his life. 

Tatr. O Lord! yes indeed, madam, several times. 

Anco. I swear I don’t think ’tis possible. 

Tatr. Yes, I vow and swear I have: Lord, madam, I’m 
the most unfortunate man in the world, and the most cruelly 
us’d by the ladies. 

Anc. Nay, now you’re ungrateful. 

Tatr. No, I hope not ’tis as much ingratitude to own 
some favours, as to conceal others. 

Vat. There, now it’s out. 

Ano. I don’t understand you now. I thought you had 
never ask’d any thing, but what a lady might modestly 
grant, and you confess. 

Scan. So faith, your business is done here; now you may 
go brag somewhere else. 
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Tarr. Brag! O heav’ns! Why, did I name any body? 

Anc. No; I suppose that is not in your power; but you 
wou’d if you cou’d, no doubt on’t. 

Tarr. Not in my power, madam! What does your Ladi- 
ship mean, that I have no woman’s reputation in my power? 

Scan. ’Oons, why you won’t own it, will you?  [Aside. 

Tatr. Faith, madam, you’re in the right; no more I 
have, as I hope to be sav’d; I never had it in my power to 
say any thing to a lady’s prejudice in my life——for as I 
was telling you, madam, I have been the most unsuccessful 
creature living, in things of that nature; and never had the 
good fortune to be trusted once with a Lady’s secret, not once. 

Anc. No. 

Vat. Not once I dare answer for him. 

Scan. And I’ll answer for him; for I’m sure if he had, he 
wou’d have told me; I find, madam, you don’t know Mr. 
Tattle. 

Tatr. No indeed, madam, you don’t know me at all, 
I find. For sure my intimate friends wou’d have known 

Anc. Then it seems you would have told, if you had 
been trusted. 

Tatr. O pox, Scandal, that was too far put never 
have told particulars, madam. Perhaps I might have talk’d 
as of a third person—or have introduc’d an amour of my 
own, in conversation, by way of novel: but never have 
explain’d particulars. 

Anc. But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tattle’s 
secresie, if he was never trusted? 

Scan. Why thence it arises the thing is proverbially 
spoken; but may be apply’d to him as if we should say 
in general terms, he only is secret who never was trusted; a 
satirical proverb upon our sex There’s another upon 
yours as she is chaste, who was never ask’d the question. 
That’s all. . 

Vat. A couple of very civil proverbs, truly: ’tis hard to 
tell whether the lady or Mr. Tattle be the more oblig’d to you. 
For you found her virtue upon the backwardness of the men; 
and his secresie upon the mistrust of the women. 
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Tarr. Gad, it’s very true, madam, I think we are oblig’d 
to acquit our selves and for my part but your Lady- 
ship is to speak first— 

Anc. Am I? Well, I freely confess I have resisted a 
great deal of temptation. 

Tatr. And I gad, I have given some temptation that 
has not been resisted. 

Vat. Good. 

Anco. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the court, how 
fruitless he has found his endeavours, and to confess all his 
sollicitations and my denials. 

Vat. I am ready to plead, not guilty for you; and guilty, 
for my self. 

Scan. So, why this is fair, here’s demonstration with a 
witness. 

Tatr. Well, my witnesses are not present but I 
confess I have had favours from persons but as the 
favours are numberless, so the persons are nameless. 

Scan. Pooh, this proves nothing. 

Tatr. No? I can shew letters, lockets, pictures, and 
rings; and if there be occasion for witnesses, I can summon 
the maids at the chocolate-houses, all the porters at Pall- 
Mall and Covent-Garden, the door-keepers at the play- 
house, the drawers at Locket’s, Pontack’s, the Rummer, 
Spring-Garden; my own landlady and Valet de Chambre; 
all who shall make oath, that I receive more letters than the 
secretary’s office; and that I have more vizor-masks to 
enquire for me, than ever went to see the hermaphrodite, 
or the naked prince. And it is notorious, that in a country 
church, once, an enquiry being made, who I was, it was 
answer’d, I was the famous Tattle, who had ruin’d so many 
women. 

Vat. It was there, I suppose, you got the nick-name of 
the Great Turk. 

Tatr. True; I was call’d Turk-Tattle all over the parish 
the next Sunday all the old women kept their daughters 
at home, and the parson had not half his congregation. He 
wou’d have brought me into the spiritual court, but I was 
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reveng’d upon him, for he had a handsome daughter whom 
I initiated into the science. But I repented it afterwards, 
for it was talk’d of in town and a lady of quality that 
shall be nameless, in a raging fit of jealousie, came down in 
her coach and six horses, and expos’d her self upon my ac- 
count; gad I was sorry for it with all my heart you know 
whom I mean—you know where we raffl’d. 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Vat. ’Sdeath, are not you asham’d? 

Anco. O barbarous! I never heard so insolent a piece 
of vanity—fie, Mr. Tattle—I’ll swear I could not have be- 
liev’d it is this your secresie? 

Tatt. Gad so, the heat of my story carry’d me beyond 
my discretion, as the heat of the lady’s passion hurry’d her 
beyond her reputation—but I hope you don’t know whom 
I mean; for there was a great many ladies rafled—pox on’t, 
now could I bite off my tongue. 

Scan. No don’t; for then you'll tell us no more—— 
come, [ll recommend a song to you upon the hint of my 
two proverbs, and I see one in the next room that will sing it. 

[Goes to the door. 

Tatr. For heav’ns sake, if you do guess, say nothing; 
gad, I’m very unfortunate. 

Scan. Pray sing the first song in the last new play. 


SONG 


Set by Mr. John Eccles 
I 


A nymph and a swain to Apollo once pray’d, 

The swain had been jilted, the nymph been betray’d: 
Their intent was to try if his oracle knew 

E’er a nymph that was chaste, or a swain that was true. 


II 


Apollo was mute, and had like t’have been pos’d, 

But sagely at length he this secret disclos’d: 

He alone won’t betray in whom none will confide; 

And the nymph may be chaste that has never been try’d. 
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SCENE IV 
[To them] Str Sampson, Mrs. Fraiz, Miss Prur, and Servant 


Sir Samp. Is Ben come? QOdso, my son Ben come? Odd, 
I’m glad on’t: where is he? I long to see him. Now, Mrs. 
Frail, you shall see my son Ben body o’me, he’s the hopes 
of my family—I han’t seen him these three years I 
warrant he’s grown call him in, bid him make haste—— 
I’m ready to cry for joy. 

Mrs. Frai.: Now miss you shall see your husband. 

Miss. Pish, he shall be none of my husband. 

[Aside to Frail. 

Mrs. Frart. Hush: well he shan’t, leave that to me— 
I'll beckon Mr. Tattle to us. 

Anc. Won’t you stay and see your brother? 

Vat. We are the twin-stars, and cannot shine in one 
sphere; when he rises I must set Besides, if I shou’d stay, 
I don’t know but my father in good nature may press me to 
the immediate signing the deed of conveyance of my estate; 
and [’ll defer it as long as I can Well, you'll come to 
a resolution. 

Anc. I can’t. Resolution must come to me, or I shall 
never have one. 

Scan. Come, Valentine, I’ll go with you; I’ve something 
in my head to communicate to you. 


SCENE V 
ANGELICA, Sir Sampson, TaTrLe, Mrs. Fraiz, Miss Prue 


Sir Samp. What, is my son Valentine gone? What, is 
he sneak’d off, and would not see his brother? There’s an 
unnatural whelp! There’s an ill-natur’d dog! What, were 
you here too, madam, and could not keep him! Cou’d 
neither love, nor duty, nor natural affection oblige him. 
Odsbud, madam, have no more to say to him; he is not worth 
your consideration. The rogue has not a drachm of generous 
love about him: all interest, all interest; he’s an undone 
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scoundrel, and courts your estate: body o’me, he does not 
care a doit for your person. 

Anc. I’m pretty even with him, Sir Sampson; for if ever 
I cou’d have lik’d any thing in him, it shou’d have been his 
estate too: but since that’s gone, the bait’s off, and the 
naked hook appears. 

Str Samp. Odsbud, well spoken; and you are a wiser 
woman than I thought you were: for most young women 
now a-days are to be tempted with a naked hook. 

Ano. If I marry, Sir Sampson, I’m for a good estate with 
any man, and for any man with a good estate: therefore if 
I were oblig’d to make a choice, I declare I’d rather have 
you than your son. 

Str Samp. Faith and troth you’re a wise woman, and 
I’m glad to hear you say so; I was afraid you were in love with 
the reprobate; odd, I was sorry for you with all my heart: 
hang him, mungrel; cast him off; you shall see the rogue shew 
himself, and make love to some desponding Cadua of four- 
score for sustenance. Odd, I love to see a young spendthrift 
fore’d to cling to an old woman for support, like ivy round a 
dead oak: faith I do; I love to see ’em hug and cotten to- 
gether, like down upon a thistle. 


SOENE iV I 
[To them] Ben. LEGEND, and Servant 


Ben. Where’s father? 

Serv. There, sir, his back’s towards you. 

Sir Samp. My son Ben! Bless thee my dear boy; body 
o’me, thou art heartily welcome. 

Bren. Thank you father, and I’m glad to see you. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and I’m glad to see thee, kiss me boy, 
kiss me again and again, dear Ben. [Kisses him. 

Ben. So, so, enough father mess, I’d rather kiss 
these gentlewomen. 

Sir Samp. And so thou shalt—Mrs. Angelica, my son Ben. 

Ben. Forsooth if you please [Salutes her.| Nay, 
mistress, I’m not for dropping anchor here; about ship I 
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faith—[Kisses Frail.| Nay, and you too, my little cock-boat 
ss [Kisses miss. 

Tatr. Sir, you’re welcome a-shoar. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. 

Str Samp. Thou hast been many a weary league Ben, 
since I saw thee. 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! Been far enough, an that be all 
well father, and how do all at home? How does brother 
Dick, and brother Val? 

Str Samp. Dick, body o’me, Dick has been dead these 
two years; I writ you word, when you were at Legorne. 

Ben. Mess, that’s true: marry I had forgot. Dick’s 
dead as you say—Well, and how? I have a many questions 
to ask you; well, you ben’t marry’d again, father, be you? 

Sir Samp. No, I intend you shall marry, Ben; I would 
not marry for thy sake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that signifie? an you marry 
again why then, I’ll go to sea again, so there’s one for 
t’other, an that be all pray don’t let me be your hindrance; 
e’en marry a God’s name an the wind sit that way. As for 
my part, may-hap I have no mind to marry. 

Frait. That wou’d be pity, such a handsome young 
gentleman. 

Ben. Handsome! he, he, he, nay forsooth, an you be for 
joking, I’ll joke with you, for I love my jest, an the ship were 
sinking, as we sayn at sea. But I’ll tell you why I don’t 
much stand towards matrimony. I love to roam about from 
port to port, and from land to land: I could never abide to be 
port-bound, as we call it: now a man that is marry’d, has 
as it were, d’ye see, his feet in the bilboes, and may-hap 
mayn’t get ’em out again when he wou’d. 

Sir Samp. Ben’s a wagg. 

Ben. A man that is marry’d, d’ye see, is no more like 
another man, than a gally-slave is like one of us free sailors, 
he is chain’d to an oar all his life; and may-hap forc’d to tug 
a leaky vessel into the bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very wag, Ben’s a very wag; only a little 
tough, he wants a little polishing. 
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Mrs. Fra. Not at all; I like his humour mightily, it’s 
plain and honest, I shou’d like such a humour in a husband 
extreamly. 

Ben. Say’n you so forsooth? Marry and I shou’d like 
such a handsome gentlewoman for a bed-fellow hugely; how 
say you, mistress, wou’d you like going to sea? Mess, you’re 
a tight vessel, and well rigg’d, an you were but as well 
mann’d. 

Mrs. Frai. I shou’d not doubt that, if you were master 
of me. 

Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to sea in a 
high wind, or that lady you mayn’t carry so much sail 
o’your head top and top gallant, by the mess. 

Mrs. Frat. No, why so? 

Ben. Why an you do, you may run the risk to be over-set, 
and then you'll carry your keels above water, he, he, he. 

Anca. I swear, Mr. Benjamin is the veriest wag in nature; 
an absolute sea-wit. 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you before, 
they want a little polishing: you must not take any thing 
ill, madam. 

Ben. No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; I mean 
all in good part: for if I give a jest, I’ll take a jest: and so 
forsooth you may be as free with me. 

Anco. I thank you, sir, I am not at all offended;—but 
methinks Sir Sampson, you shou’d leave him alone with his 
mistress. Mr. Tattle, we must not hinder lovers. 

Tatr. Well, miss, I have your promise. [Aside to miss. 

Sir Samp. Body o’me, madam, you say true: look 
you Ben; this is your mistress, come miss, you must not 
be shame-fac’d we'll leave you together. 

Miss. I can’t abide to be left alone, mayn’t my cousin 
stay with me? 

Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let’s away. 

Ben. Look you, father, may-hap the young woman 
mayn’t take a liking to me. 

Sir Samp. I warrant thee boy, come, come, we'll be gone; 
I'll venture that. 
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SCENE VII 
Ben, and Miss PRuE 


Ben. Come mistress, will you please to sit down? for 
an you stand a stern a that’n, we shall never grapple to- 
gether,—come, I’ll haule a chair; there, an you please to sit, 
Pll sit by you. - 

Miss. You need not sit so near me, if you have any thing 
to say, I can hear you farther off, I an’t deaf. 

Ben. Why that’s true, as you say, nor I an’t dumb, I 
can hear as far as another,—I’ll heave off, to please you. 
[Sits farther off.| An we were a league asunder, I’d undertake 
to hold discourse with you, and ’twere not a main high wind 
indeed, and full in my teeth. Look you forsooth, I am as 
it were, bound for the land of matrimony; ’tis a voyage d’ye 
see, that was none of my seeking, I was commanded by 
father, and if you like of it, may-hap I may steer into your 
harbour. How say you, mistress? The short of the thing 
is, that if you like me, and I like you, we may chance to 
swing in a hammock together. 

Miss. I don’t know what to say to you, nor | don’t care 
to speak with you at all. 

Ben. No, I’m sorry for that. 
so scornful? 

Miss. As long as one must not speak one’s mind, one 
had better not speak at all, I think, and truly I won’t tell a 
lie for the matter. 

Ben. Nay, you say true in that, it’s but a folly to lie: 
for to speak one thing, and to think just the contrary way; 
is as it were, to look one way, and to row another. Now, 
for my part d’ye see, I’m for carrying things above board, 
I’m not for keeping any thing under hatches,—so that if you 
ben’t as willing as I, say so a God’s name, there’s no harm 
done; may-hap you may be shame-fac’d, some maidens 
tho’f they love a man well enough yet they don’t care to 
tell’n so to’s face: if that’s the case, why silence gives consent. 

Miss. But I’m sure it is not so, for I’ll speak sooner than 


But pray why are you 
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you should believe that; and I’ll speak truth, tho’ one should 
always tell a lie to a man; and I don’t care, let my father do 
what he will; I’m too big to be whipt, so [’ll tell you plainly, 
I don’t like you, nor love you at all, nor ever will, that’s more: 
so, there’s your answer for you; and don’t trouble me no 
more, you ugly thing. 

Ben. Look you, young woman, you may learn to give 
good words however. I spoke you fair, d’ye see, and civil. 
As for your love or your liking, I don’t value it of a 
rope’s end; and may-hap I like you as little as you do 
me: what I said was in obedience to father; gad I fear 
a whipping no more than you do. But I tell you one thing, 
if you shou’d give such language at sea, you’d have a cat 
o’ nine tails laid cross your shoulders. Flesh! who are you? 
You heard t’other handsome young woman speak civilly to 
me, of her own accord: whatever you think of your self, 
gad I don’t think you are any more to compare to her, than 
a can of small-beer to a bowl of punch. 

Miss. Well, and there’s a handsome gentleman, and a 
fine gentleman, and a sweet gentleman, that was here that 
loves me, and I love him; and if he sees you speak to me any 
more, he’ll thrash your jacket for you, he will, you great 
sea-calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-weather spark that 
was here just now? Will he thrash my jacket?—Let’n, 
let’n, but an he comes near me, may-hap I may giv’n a 
salt eel for’s supper, for all that. What does father mean to 
leave me alone as soon as I come home, with such a dirty 
dowdy. Sea-calf? I an’t calf enough to lick your chalk’d 
face, you cheese-curd you, marry thee! Oons I’ll marry 
a Lapland witch as soon, and live upon selling contrary winds, 
and wreck’d vessels. 

Miss. I won’t be call’d names, nor I won’t be abus’d 
thus, so I won’t.—If I were a man [Cryes.] you durst 
not talk at this rate——No you durst not, you stinking tar- 
barrel. 
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SCENE Vat 
[To them] Mrs. Foresicut and Mrs. FRAIL 


Mrs. Fore. They have quarrel’d just as we cou’d wish. 

Ben. ‘Tar-barrel? Let your sweet-heart there call me so, 
if he’ll take your:part, your Tom Essence, and I’ll say some- 
thing to him; gad I’ll lace his musk-doublet for him, I’ll 
make him stink; he shall smell more like a weasel than a 
civet-cat, afore I ha’ done with ’en. 

Mrs. Fore. Bless me, what’s the matter, miss? What, 
does she cry? Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to 
her? 

Ben. Let her cry: the more she cries, the less she’ll 
she has been gathering foul weather in her mouth, and now 
it rains out at her eyes. 

Mrs. Fore. Come, miss, come along with me, and tell 
me, poor child. 

Mrs. Frait. Lord, what shall we do, there’s my brother 
Foresight, and Sir Sampson coming. Sister, do you take 
miss down into the parlour, and Ill carry Mr. Benjamin into 
my chamber, for they must not know that they are fall’n 
out.—Come, sir, will you venture your self with me? 

[Looking kindly on him. 

Ben. Venture, mess, and that I will, tho’ ’twere to sea 

in a storm. 


SCENE. TX 
S1r SAMPSON and FoRESIGHT 


Sir Samp. I left ’em together here; what are they gone? 
Ben’s a brisk boy: he has got her into a corner, father’s 
own son, faith, he’ll touzle her, and mouzle her: the rogue’s 
sharp set, coming from sea; if he should not stay for saying 
grace, old Foresight, but fall to without the help of a parson, 
ha? Odd if he shou’d I cou’d not be angry with him; ’twould 
be but like me, a chip of the old block. Ha! thou ’rt melan- 
cholick, old prognostication; as melancholick as if thou hadst 
spilt the salt, or par’d thy nails on a Sunday: Come, 
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cheer up, look about thee: look up old star-gazer. Now is he 
poring upon the ground for a crooked pin, or an old horse- 
nail, with the head towards him. 

Fore. Sir Sampson, we'll have the wedding to morrow 
morning. 

Str Samp. With all my heart. 

Fore. At ten a clock, punctually at ten. 

Sir Samp. To a minute, to a second; thou shall set thy 
watch, and the bridegroom shall cbserve its motions; they 
shall be marry’d to a minute, go to bed to a minute; and when 
the alarm strikes, they shall keep time like the figures of 
St. Dunstan’s clock, and Consummatum est shall ring all over 
the parish 


SCENE X 
[To them] SCANDAL 


Scan. Sir Sampson, sad news. 

Fore. Bless us! 

Sir Samp. Why, what’s the matter? 

Scan. Can’t you guess at what ought to afflict you and 
him, and all of us, more than any thing else? 

Sir Samp. Body o’me, I don’t know any universal griev- 
ance, but a new tax, or the loss of the Canary fleet. Unless 
popery shou’d be landed in the West, or the French fleet 
were at Anchor at Blackwall. 

Scan. No. Undoubtedly, Mr. Foresight knew all this, 
and might have prevented it. 

Fore. ’*Tis no earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. But we don’t know 
what it may come to but it has had a consequence 
already that touches us all. 

Sir Samp. Why, body o’me, out with’t. 

Scan. Something has appear’d to your son Valentine—— 
he’s gone to bed upon’t, and very ill he speaks little, yet 
he says he has a world to say. Asks for his father and the 
wise Foresight; talks of Raymond Lully, and the ghost of 
Lilly. He has secrets to impart I suppose to you two. I 
can get nothing out of him but sighs. He desires he may see 
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you in the morning, but would not be disturb’d to night, 
because he has some business to do in a dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with his dreams 
or his divination—body o’me, this is a trick to defer signing 
the conveyance. I warrant the devil will tell him in a dream, 
that he must not part with his estate. But I’ll bring him a 
parson to tell him, that the devil’s a liar or if that won’t 
do, I'll bring a lawyer that shall out-lie the devil. And so 
I'll try whether my black-guard or his shall get the better of 
the day. 


SCENE XI 
SCANDAL, FORESIGHT 


Scan. Alas, Mr. Foresight, I’m afraid all is not right 
you are a wise man, and a conscientious man; a searcher into 
obscurity and futurity; and if you commit an error, it is with 
a great deal of consideration, and discretion, and caution 

Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal 

Scan. Nay, nay, ’tis manifest; I do not flatter you 
but Sir Sampson is hasty, very hasty; I’m afraid he is 
not scrupulous enough, Mr. Foresight he has been wicked, 
and Heav’n grant he may mean well in his affair with you 
but my mind gives me, these things cannot be wholly in- 
significant. You are wise, and shou’d not be over-reach’d, 
methinks you shou’d not 

Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal,—Humanum est errare. 

Scan. You say true, man will err; meer man will err— 
but you are something more——there have been wise men; 
but they were such as you—men who consulted the stars, 
and were observers of omens—Salomon was wise, but how?— 
by his judgment in astrology—so says Pineda in his third 
book and eighth chapter 

Fore. You are learn’d, Mr. Scandal— 

Scan. A trifler—but a lover of art and the wise men 
of the East ow’d their instruction to a star, which is rightly 
observ’d by Gregory the Great in favour of astrology! And 
Albertus Magnus makes it the most valuable science, because, 
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says he, it teaches us to consider the causation of causes, in 
the causes of things. 

Fore. I protest I honour you, Mr. Scandal 
think you had been read in these matters 
men are inclin’d 

Scan. I thank my stars that have inclined me——but 
I fear this marriage and making over this estate, this trans- 
ferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring judgments upon 
us. I prophesie it, and I wou’d not have the fate of Cassandra, 
not to be believ’d. Valentine is disturb’d, what can be the 
cause of that? and Sir Sampson is hurry’d on by an unusual 
violence I fear he does not act wholly from himself; 
methinks he does not look as he used to do. 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous nature but 
as to this marriage I have consulted the stars; and all appear- 
ances are prosperous 

Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foresight, let not the prospect 
of worldly lucre carry you beyond your judgment, nor 
against your conscience you are not satisfy’d that you 
act justly. 

Fore. How! 

Scan. You are not satisfy’d, I say 
discourage you 
satisfy’d. 

Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think J 
am very well satisfy’d. 

Scan. Either you suffer your self to deceive your self; 
or you do not know your self. 

Fore. Pray explain your self. 

Scan. Do you sleep well o’nights? 

Fore. Very well. 

Scan. Are you certain? You do not look so. 

Fore. I am in health, I think. 

Scan. So was Valentine this morning; and look’d just so. 

Fore. How! Am I alter’d any way? I don’t perceive it. 

Scan. That may be, but your beard is longer than it 
was two hours ago. 

Fore. Indeed! bless me.° 


I did not 


few young 


I am loth to 
but it is palpable that you are not 
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SCENE XII 
[To them] Mrs. ForesIcGHT 


Mrs. Fore. Husband, will you go to bed? It’s ten a 
clock. Mr. Scandal, your servant. 

Scan. Pox on her, she has interrupted my design but 
I must work her. into the project. You keep early hours, 
madam. - 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Foresight is punctual, we sit up after 
him. 

Fore. My dear, pray lend me your glass, your little 
looking-glass. : 

Scan. Pray lend it him, madam Ill tell you the 
reason. [She gives him the glass: Scandal and she whisper.] 
My passion for you is grown so violent that I am no longer 
master of my self—I was interrupted in the morning, when 
you had charity enough to give me your attention, and | 
had hopes of finding another opportunity of explaining my 
self to you but was disappointed all this day; and the 
uneasiness that has attended me ever since, brings me now 
hither at this unseasonable hour. 

Mrs. Fore. Was there ever such impudence, to make 
love to me before my husband’s face? [ll swear [Il tell him. 

Scan. Do, I’ll die a martyr, rather than disclaim my 
passion. But come a little farther this way, and I'll tell you 
what project I had to get him out of the way; that I might 
have an opportunity of waiting upon you. [Whisper. 

[Foresight looking in the glass. 

Fore. I do not see any revolution here; methinks 
I look with a serene and benign aspect pale, a little pale 
but the roses of these cheeks have been gather’d many 
years; ha! I do not like that sudden flushing—gone 
already!—hem, hem, hem! faintish. My heart is pretty 
good; yet it beats; and my pulses, ha! I have none 
mercy on me hum—yes, here they are——gallop, gallop, 
gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, hey! Whither will they hurry 
me?—Now they’ re gone again—and now I’m faint again; and 
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pale again, and hem! and my hem!—breath, hem!—grows 
short; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 

Scan. It takes, pursue it in the name of love and pleasure. 

Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Foresight? 

Fore. Hum, not so well as I thought I was. Lend me 
your hand. 

Scan. Look you there now 
has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. 

Mrs. Fore. O mighty restless, but I was afraid to tell 
him so, he has been subject to talking and starting. 

Scan. And did not use to be so. 

Mrs. Fore. Never, never; ’till within these three nights; 
I cannot say, that he has once broken my rest, since we have 
been marry’d. 

Fore. I will go to bed. 

Scan. Do so, Mr. Foresight, and say your pray’rs—— 
he looks better than he did. 

Mrs. Fore. Nurse, nurse! 

Fore. Do you think so, Mr. Scandal? 

Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by morning, 
taking it in time. 

Fore. I hope so. 


your lady says, your sleep 


SCENE XIII 
[To them] Nurse 


Mrs. Fore. Nurse; your master is not well; put him to 
bed. 

Scan. I hope you will be able to see Valentine in the 
morning,——you had best take a little diacodion and cowslip- 
water, and lye upon your back, may be you may dream. 

Fore. I thank you Mr. Scandal, I will nurse, let me 
have a watch-light, and lay the Crums of Comfort by me.— 

Nourse. Yes, sir. 

Fore. And hem, hem! I am very faint.—— 

Scan. No, no, you look much better. 

Fore. Dol? And d’ye hear bring me, let me see—— 
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within a quarter of twelve—hem—he, hem!—just upon the 
turning of the tide, bring me the urinal; and I hope, 
neither the Lord of my ascendant, nor the moon will be 
combust; and then I may do well. 

Scan. I hope so leave that to me; I will erect a 
scheme; and I hope I shall find both Sol and Venus in the 
sixth house. 

Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou’d be 
a great comfort tome. Hem, hem! good night. 


SCENE XIV 
ScANDAL, Mrs. ForesiIGHT 


Scan. Good night, good Mr. Foresight; 
Mars and Venus will be in conjunction; 
and I are together. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; and what use do you hope to make of 
this project? You don’t think, that you are ever like to 
succeed in your design upon me. 

Scan. Yes, faith I do; I have a better opinion both of 
you and my self, than to despair. 

Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear such a toad—hark’ee 
devil; do you think any woman honest? 

Scan. Yes, several, very honest; 
at cards, sometimes, but that’s nothing. 

Mrs. Fore. Pshaw! but virtuous I mean. 

Scan. Yes, faith, I believe some women are virtuous too; 
but ’tis as I believe some men are valiant, thro’ fear for 
why shou’d a man court danger, or a woman shun pleasure. 

Mrs. Fore. O monstrous! What are conscience and 
honour? 

Scan. Why, honour is a publick enemy; and conscience 
a domestick thief; and he that wou’d secure his pleasure, 
must pay a tribute to one, and go halves with t’other. As 
for honour, that you have secur’d, for you have purchas’d 
a perpetual opportunity for pleasure. 

Mrs. Fore. An opportunity for pleasure! 

Scan. Ay, your husband, a husband is an opportunity for 


and I hope 
while your wife 


they’ll cheat a little 
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pleasure, so you have taken care of honour, and ’tis the least 
I can do to take care of conscience. 

Mrs. Fore. And so you think we are free for one an- 
other? 

Scan. Yes faith, I think so; I love to speak my mind. 

Mrs. Fore. Why then I’ll speak my mind. Now as to 
this affair between you and me. Here you make love to me; 
why, I’ll confess it does not displease me. Your person is well 
enough, and your understanding 1 is not amiss. 

Scan. I have no great opinion of my self; but I think, 
I’m neither deform’d, nor a fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a villainous character; you are 
a libertine in speech, as well as practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you wou’d say, you think 
it more dangerous to be seen in conversation with me, than 
to allow some other men the last favour; you mistake, the 
liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, for the service of 
your sex. He that first cries out stop thief, is often he that 
has stol’n the treasure. I am a jugler, that act by confeder- 
acy; and if you please, we’ll put a trick upon the world. 

Mrs. Fore. Ay; but you are such a universal jugler, 
that I’m afraid you have a great many confederates. 

Scan. Faith, ’'m sound. 

Mrs. Fore. O, fie—I’ll swear you’re impudent. 

Scan. Ill swear you’re handsome. 

Mrs. Fore. Pish, you’d tell me so, tho’ you did not think 
so. 

Scan. And you’d think so, tho’ I shou’d not tell you so: 
and now [| think we know one another pretty well. 


Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who’s here? 


SCENE XV 
[To them] Mrs. Frat and BEN 


BEN. Mess, I love to speak my mind father has 
nothing to do with me—nay, I can’t say that neither; he 
has something to do with me. But what does that signifie? 


- 
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If so be, that I ben’t minded to be steer’d by him; ’tis as tho’f 
he should strive against wind and tide. 

Mrs. Frat. Ay, but my dear, we must keep it secret, 
till the estate be settled; for you know, marrying without an 
estate, is like sailing in a ship without ballast. 

Ben. He, he, he; why that’s true; just so for all the world 
it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 

Mrs. Frait. And tho’ I have a good portion; you know 
one wou’d not venture all in one bottom. 

Ben. Why that’s true again; for may-hap one bottom 
may spring a leak. You have hit it indeed, mess, you’ve 
nick’d the channel. 

Mrs. Frat. Well, but if you shou’d forsake me after all, 
you’d break my heart. 

Ben. Break your heart? I’d rather the Marygold shou’d 
break her cable in a storm, as well as I love her. Flesh, you 
don’t think I’m false-hearted, like a land-man. A sailor will 
be honest, tho’f may-hap he has never a penny of mony in his 
pocket may-hap I may not have so fair a face, as a citizen 
or a courtier; but for all that, I’ve as good blood in my veins, 
and a heart as sound as a bisket. 

Mrs. Fra. And will you love me always? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll stick like pitch; I'll tell 
you what. Come, I’ll sing you a song of a sailor. 

Mrs. Frat. Hold, there’s my sister, I’Il call her to hear it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; I won’t go to bed to my husband to 
night; because I’ll retire to my own chamber, and think of 
what you have said. 

Scan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to your 
chamber door; and leave you my last instructions? 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here’s my sister coming towards us. 

Mrs. Fra. If it won’t interrupt you, I’ll entertain you 
with a song. 

Ben. The song was made upon one of our ships-crew’s 
wife; our boat-swain made the song, may-hap you may know 
her, sir. Before she was marry’d, she was call’d Buxom 
Joan of Deptford. 

Scan. I have heard of her. [Ben sings. 
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BALLAD 
Set by Mr. John Eccles 
I 


A soldier and a sailor, 
A tinker, and a tailor, 
Had once a doubtful strife, sir, 
To make a maid a wife, sir, 
Whose name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the time was ended, 
When she no more intended, 
To lick her lips at men, sir. 
And gnaw the sheets in vain, sir, 
And lye o’nights alone. 


II 


The soldier swore like thunder, 

He lov’d her more than plunder; 

And shew’d er many a scar, sir, 

That he had brought from far, sir, 
With fighting for her sake. 

The tailor thought to please her, 

With off’ring her his measure. 

The tinker too with mettle, 

Said he could mend her kettle, 
And stop up ey’ry leak. 


III 


But while these three were prating, 
The sailor slily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, sir, 
That they should all fall out, sir: 
He then might play his part. 
And just e’en as he meant, sir, 
To loggerheads they went, sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A shot ’twixt wind and water, 
That won this fair maid’s heart. 


[ACT III 


SCENE I] Love for Love Q47 


Ben. If some of our crew that came to see me, are not 
gone; you shall see, that we sailors can dance sometimes, as 
well as other folks. [Whistles.| I warrant that brings ’em, 
an they be within hearing. 

Enter Seamen. 


Oh here they be——and fiddles along with ’em; come, my 
lads, let’s have a round, and I’Il make one. [Dance. 

Ben. We're merry folks, we sailors, we han’t much to 
care for. Thus-we live at sea; eat bisket, and drink flip; 
put on a clean shirt once a quarter come home, and lye 
with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little mony; 
and then put off with the next fair wind. How d’ye like us? 

Mrs. Frait. O’you are the happiest, merriest men alive. 

Mrs. Fore. We’re beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
entertainment. I believe it’s late. 

Ben. Why, forsooth, an you think so, you had best go 
to bed. For my part, I mean to toss a can, and remember my 
sweet-heart, a-fore I turn in; may-hap I may dream of her. 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had best go to bed and 
dream too. 

Scan. Why faith, I have a good lively imagination; and 
can dream as much to the purpose as another, if I set about 
it: but dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy, hopeless, and 
imperfect lover; ’tis the last glimpse of love to worn-out 
sinners, and the faint dawning of a bliss to wishing girls, 
and growing boys. 


There’s nought but willing, waking love, that can 
Make blest the ripen’d maid and finish’d man. 


[End of the Third Act.] 


A.C rN 


SCENE I, Vatentine’s Lodging 
ScANDAL and JEREMY 


Scan. Well, is your master ready; does he look madly, 
and talk madly? 
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Jere. Yes sir; you need make no great doubt of that; he 
that was so near turning poet yesterday morning, can’t be 
much to seek in playing the madman to day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 
reason of his design? 

Jere. No, sir, not yet; he has a mind to try, whether 
his playing the madman,.won’t make her play the fool, and 
fall in love with him; or at least own, that she has lov’d him 
all this while, and conceal’d it. 

Scan. I saw her take coach just now with her maid; and 
think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

Jere. Like enough, sir, for I told her maid this morning, 
my master was run stark mad only for love of her mistress; 
I hear a coach stop; if it should be she, sir, I believe he would 
not see her, till he hears how she takes it. 

Scan. Well, I’ll try her ’tis she, here she comes. 


SCENE II 
[To them] ANGELICA with JENNY 


Anco. Mr. Scandal, I suppose you don’t think it a novelty, 
to see a woman visit a man at his own lodgings in a morning? 

Scan. Not upon a kind occasion, madam. But when a 
lady comes tyrannically to insult a ruin’d lover, and make 
manifest the cruel triumphs of her beauty; the barbarity of 
it something surprizes me. 

Anco. I don’t like raillery from a serious face——pray 
tell me what is the matter? 

Jere. No strange matter, madam; my master’s mad, 
that’s all: I suppose your Ladyship has thought him so a 
great while. 

Anc. How d’ye mean, mad? 

Jere. Why faith, madam, he’s mad for want of his wits, 
just as he was poor for want of mony; his head is e’en as light 
as his pockets; and any body that has a mind to a bad bargain, 
can’t do better than to beg him for his estate. 

Ano. If you speak truth, your endeavouring at wit is 
very unseasonable 


- SCENE III] Love for Love 249 


Scan. She’s concern’d, and loves him. [Aside. 

Anc. Mr. Scandal, you can’t think me guilty of so much 
inhumanity, as not to be concern’d for a man I must own my 
self oblig’d to—pray tell me truth. 

Scan. Faith, madam, I wish telling a lie would mend the 
matter. But this is no new effect of an unsuccessful passion. 

Anco. [Aside.] I know not what to think yet I shou’d 
ee next to have a trick put upon me may I not see 

im! , 

Scan. I’m afraid the physician is not willing you shou’d 

see him yet—Jeremy, go in and enquire. 


SCENE III 
SCANDAL, ANGELICA, JENNY 


Anco. Ha! I saw him wink and smile—I fancy ’tis a trick 
—I’ll try—I would disguise to all the world a failing, which I 
must own to you I fear my happiness depends upon the 
recovery of Valentine. Therefore I conjure you, as you are 
his friend, and as you have compassion upon one fearful of 
affliction, to tell me what I am to hope for I cannot speak 
but you may tell me, tell me, for you know what I 
wou'd ask? 

Scan. So, this is pretty plain be not too much 
concerned, madam; I hope his condition is not desperate: 
an acknowledgement of love from you, perhaps, may work a 
cure; as the fear of your aversion occasion’d his distemper. 

Anc. [Aside.] Say you so; nay then I’m convine’d: 
and if I don’t play trick for trick, may I never taste the 
pleasure of revenge acknowledgement of love! I find 
you have mistaken my compassion, and think me guilty of a 
weakness I am a stranger to. But I have too much sincerity 
to deceive you, and too much charity to suffer him to be 
deluded with vain hopes. Good nature and humanity oblige 
me to be concern’d for him; but to love is neither in my 
power nor inclination; and if he can’t be cur’d without I suck 
the poison from his wounds, I’m afraid he won’t recover his 
senses ’till I lose mine. 
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Scan. Hey, brave woman, I faith won't you see him | 
then, if he desire it? 

Anc. What signifie a madman’s desires? Besides, 
’*twou’d make me uneasie—if I don’t see him, perhaps my 
concern for him may lessen—if I forget him, ’tis no more than 
he has done by himself; and now the surprize is over, methinks 
I am not half so sorry as I was 

Scan. So, faith good nature works apace; you were 
confessing just now an obligation to his love. 

Anc. But I have consider’d that passions are unreason- 
able and involuntary; if he loves, he can’t help it; and if I 
don’t love, I can’t help it; no more than he can help his being 
a man, or I my being a woman; or no more that I can help 
my want of inclination to stay longer here—come, Jenny. 


SCENE IV 
ScANDAL, JEREMY 


Scan. Humh!—an admirable composition, faith, this 
same womankind. 

Jere. What, is she gone, sir? 

Scan. Gone; why she was never here, nor any where else; 
nor I don’t know her if I see her; nor you neither. 

Jere. Good lack! What’s the matter now? Are any 
more of us to be mad? Why, sir, my master longs to see her; 
and is almost mad in good earnest, with the joyful news of 
her being here. 

Scan. We are all undera mistake ask no questions, for 
I can’t resolve you; but I’ll inform your master. In the 
mean time, if our project succeed no better with his father, 
than it does with his mistress, he may descend from his 
exaltation of madness into the road of common sense, and 
be content only to be made a fool with other reasonable 
people. I hear Sir Sampson. You know your cue; I’ll to 
your master. 
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SCENE V 
JEREMY, StR SAMPSON LEGEND, with a LAWYER 


Sir Samp. D’ye see, Mr. Buckram, here’s the paper 
sign’d with his own hand. 

Buck. Good, sir. And the conveyance is ready drawn 
in this box, if he be ready to sign and seal. 

Str Samp. Ready, body o’me, he must be ready: his 
sham-sickness shan’t excuse him—O, here’s his scoundrel. 
Sirrah, where’s your master? 

Jere. Ah, sir, he’s quite gone. 

Srr Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead? 

Jere. No, sir, not dead. 

Srr Samp. What, is he gone out of town, run away, ha! 
has he trick’d me? speak, varlet. 

Jere. No, no, sir, he’s safe enough, sir, an he were but 
as sound, poor gentleman. He is indeed here, sir, and not 
here, sir. 

Sir Samp. Hey day, rascal, do you banter me? Sirrah, 
d’ye banter me, speak sirrah, where is he, for I will 
find him. 

Jere. Would you could, sir; for he has lost himself. 
Indeed, sir, I have a most broke my heart about him—I can’t 
refrain tears when I think of him, sir: I’m as melancholy 
for him as a passing-bell, sir; or a horse in a pound. 

Sir Same. A poxconfound your similitudes, sir speak 
to be understood, and tell me in plain terms what the matter 
is with him, or I’ll crack your fool’s scull. 

Jere. Ah, you’ve hit it, sir; that’s the matter with him, 
sir; his skull’s crack’d, poor gentleman; he’s stark mad, 
sir. 

Sir Samp. Mad! 

Buck. What, is he non compos? 

JERE. Quite non compos, sir. 

Buck. Why then all’s obliterated, Sir Sampson, if he 
be non compos mentis, his act and deed will be of no effect, 


it is not good in law. 
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Sir Samp. Oons, I won’t believe it; let me see him, sir— 

mad, I’ll make him find his senses. 
Jere. Mr. Scandal is with him, sir; I'll knock at the door. 
[Goes to the scene, which opens. 


SCENE) VE 


Srr SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, and LAWYER. 
(VALENTINE upon a couch disorderly dress’d.) 


Str Same. How now, what’s here to do? 

Vat. Ha! Who’s that? [Starting. 

Scan. For heav’ns sake softly, sir, and gently; don’t 
provoke him. 

Vat. Answer me; who is that? and that? 

Srr Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he 
mischievous? I'll speak gently—vVal, Val, do’st thou not 
know me, boy? Not know thy own father, Val! I am thy 
own father, and this is honest Brief Buckram the lawyer. 

Vat. It may be so I did not know you the world 
is full there are people that we do know, and people that 
we do not know; and yet the sun shines upon all alike 
there are fathers that have many children; and there are 
children that have many fathers ’tis strange! But | 
am truth, and come to give the world the lie. 

Str Samp. Body o’me, I know not what to say to him. 

Vat. Why does that lawyer wear black?——Does he 
carry his conscience withoutside?—Lawyer, what art thou? 
Dost thou know me? 

Buck. O Lord, what must I say? Yes, sir. 

Vat. Thou liest, for I am truth. ’Tis hard I cannot get 
a livelyhood amongst you. I have been sworn out of West- 
minster-Hall the first day of every term—let me see—no 
matter how long but I’ll tell you one thing; it’s a question 
that would puzzle an arithmetician, if you should ask him, 
whether the Bible saves more souls in Westminster-Abby, 
or damns more in Westminster-Hall: for my part, I am 
truth, and can’t tell; I have very few acquaintance. 

Sir Samp. Body o’me, he talks sensibly in his madness 
has he no intervals? 
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Jere. Very short, sir. 

Buck. Sir, I can do you no service while he’s in this 
condition: here’s your paper, sir he may do me a mischief 
if I stay the conveyance is ready, sir. If he recovers 
his senses. 


SCENE VII 
Str SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY 


Str Samp. Hold, hold, don’t you go yet. 

Scan. You’d:better let him go, sir; and send for him if 
there be occasion; for I fancy his presence provokes him 
more. 

Vat. Is the lawyer gone? ’Tis well, then we may drink 
about without going together by the ears—high ho! What 
a clock is’t? My father here! Your blessing, sir? 

Sm Samp. He recovers bless thee, Val.—How dost 
thou do, boy? 

Vat. Thank you, sir, pretty well 
out of order; won’t you please to sit, sir? 

Sir Samp. Ay, boy,—come, thou shalt sit down by me. 

Vat. Sir, ’tis my duty to wait. 

Sir Samp. No, no, come, come, sit thee down, honest 
Val: how do’st thou do? let me feel thy pulse—oh, pretty 
well now, Val: body o’me, I was sorry to see thee indisposed: 
but I’m glad thou art better, honest Val. 

Vat. I thank you, sir. 

Scan. Miracle! the monster grows loving. [Aside. 

Sir Samp. Let me feel thy hand again, Val: it does not 
shake—I believe thou canst write, Val: ha, boy? thou 
canst write thy name, Val? Jeremy, step and overtake 
Mr. Buckram, bid him make haste back with the convey- 
ance—quick—quick. [In whisper to Jeremy. 


I have been a little 


SCENE VIII 
Sir Sampson, VALENTINE, SCANDAL 


Scan. That ever I shou’d suspect such a heathen of any 
remorse! [ Aside. 
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Str Samp. Do’st thou know this paper, Val? I know 
thou’rt honest, and wilt perform articles. 

[Shews him the paper, but holds it out of his reach. 

Vat. Pray let me see it, sir. You hold it so far off, that 
I can’t tell whether I know it or no. 

Srr Samp. See it, boy? Ay, ay, why thou do’st see it— 
’tis thy own hand, Vally. Why, let me see, I can read it as 
plain as can be: look you here [Reads] The Condition of this 
obligation Look you, as plain as can be, so it begins 
and then at the bottom As witness my hand, VALEN- 
TINE LEGEND, in great letters. Why, ’tis as plain as the 
nose in one’s face: what, are my eyes better than thine? 
I believe I can read it farther off yet—let me see. 

[Stretches his arm as far as he can. 

Vat. Will you please let me hold it, sir? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, say’st thou ay, with all 
my heart what matter is it who holds it? What need 
any body hold it?—I’ll put it up in my pocket, Val, and then 
no body need hold it [Puts the paper in his pocket.]| There 
Val: it’s safe enough, boy: but thou shalt have it as 
soon as thou hast set thy hand to another paper, little Val. 


SCENE IX 
[To them] JEREMY with BuckRaM 


Vat. What, is my bad genius here again! Oh no, ’tis the 
lawyer with an itching palm; and he’s come to be scratch’d— 
my nails are not long enough—let me have a pair of red-hot 
tongs quickly, quickly, and you shall see me act St. Dunstan, 
and lead the devil by the nose. 

Buck. O Lord, let me be gone; I’ll not venture my self 
with a madman. 


SCENE X 
Sir SaMpson, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY 


Vat. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run so fast, honesty will 
not overtake you ha, ha, ha, the rogue found me out to 
be in forma pauperis presently. 
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Sir Samp. Oons! What a vexation is here! I know not 
what to do, or say, nor which way to go. 

Vat. Who's that, that’s out of his way? 
and can set him right harkee, friend, the strait road is 
the worst way you can go he that follows his nose always, 
will very often be led into a stink. Probatum est. But what 
are you for? Religion or politicks? There’s a couple of 
topicks for you, no more like one another than oil and vinegar; 
and yet those two beaten together by a state-cook, make 


I am truth, 


sauce for the whole nation. 

Sir Samp. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget sons? 
Why did I ever marry? 

Vat. Because thou wert a monster; old boy? The two 
greatest monsters in the world, are a man and a woman? 
What’s thy opinion? 

Str Samp. Why, my opinion is, that those two monsters, 
join’d together, make yet a greater, that’s a man and his wife. 

Vat. Aha! Old true-penny, say’st thou so: thou hast 
nick’d it but it’s wonderful strange, Jeremy. 

Jere. What is, sir? 

Vat. That gray hairs shou’d cover a green head—and I 
make a fool of my father. What’s here! Lrra Pater: ora 
bearded Sybil? If prophecy comes truth must give place. 


SCENE XI 


Sir SAMPSON, SCANDAL, ForestcHT, Mrs. Foresicut, 
Mrs. FRAIL 


Forse. What says he? What, did he prophesie? Ha, 
Sir Sampson, bless us! How are we? 

Sir Samp. Are we? A pox o’your prognostication— 
why, we are fools as we use to be—oons, that you cou’d not 
foresee, that the moon wou’d predominate, and my son be 
mad—Where’s your oppositions, your trines, and your 
- quadrates? What did your Cardan and your Ptolome tell 
you? Your Messahalah and your Longomontanus, your 
harmony of chiromancy with astrology. Ah! pox on’t, that 
I that know the world, and men and manners, that don’t 
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believe a syllable in the sky and stars, and sun and almanacks, 
and trash, should be directed by a dreamer, an omen-hunter, 
and defer business in expectation of a lucky hour. When, 
body o’me, there never was a lucky hour after the first 
opportunity. 


SCENE. XII 


ScANDAL, ForesicuT, Mrs. Foresicut, Mrs. Frain 


Fore. Ah, Sir Sampson, Heav’n help your head 
this is none of your lucky hour; Nemo omnibus horis sapit. 
What, is he gone, and in contempt of science! IIl stars, and 
unconvertible ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You must excuse his passion, Mr. Foresight; for 
he has been heartily vex’d—his son is non compos mentis, 
and thereby incapable of making any conveyance in law; 
so that all his measures are disappointed. 

Fore. Ha! say you so? 

Mrs. Frart. What, has my sea-lover lost his anchor of 
hope then? [Aside to Mrs. Foresight. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh sister, what will you do with him? 

Mrs. Frait. Do with him, send him to sea again in the 
next foul weather He’s us’d to an inconstant element, 
and won’t be surpriz’d to see the tide turn’d. 

Fore. Wherein was I mistaken, not to foresee this? 

[Considers. 

Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him something else, 
that he did not foresee, and more particularly relating to 
his own fortune. [Aside to Mrs. Foresight. 

Mrs. Fore. What doyou mean? I don’t understand you. 

Scan. Hush, softly—the pleasures of last night, my dear, 
too considerable to be forgot so soon. 

Mrs. Fore, Last night! and what wou’d your impudence 
infer from last night? last night was like the night before, 
I think. 

Scan. ’S’death, do you make no difference between me 
and your husband? 

Mrs. Fore. Not much,——he’s superstitious; and you 
are mad in my opinion. 
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Scan. You make me mad 
recollect your self. 

Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were very 
impertinent and impudent,—and would have come to bed 
to me. 

Scan. And did not? 

Mrs. Fore. Did not! With what face can you ask the 
question? 

Scan. This*I have heard of before, but never believ’d. 
I have been told, she had that admirable quality of forgetting 
to a man’s face in the morning, that she had lain with him 
all night, and denying that she had done favours with more 
impudence, than she cou’d grant °em—madam, I’m your 
humble servant, and honour you.—You look pretty well, Mr. 
Foresight.—How did you rest last night? 

Fore. Truly Mr. Scandal, I was so taken up with broken 
dreams and distracted visions, that I remember little. 

Scan. *Iwas a very forgetting night.—But would you 
not talk with Valentine, perhaps you may understand him; 
I’m apt to believe, there is something mysterious in his dis- 
courses, and sometimes rather think him inspir’d than mad. 

Fore. You speak with singular good judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly, I am inclining to your Turkish opinion 
in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the vulgar think 
mad. Let us go to him. 

Mrs. Fraiw. Sister, do you stay with them; I’ll find out 
my lover, and give him his discharge, and come to you. 
O’my conscience here he comes. 


you are not serious—pray 


SCENE XIII 
Mrs. FRAIL, BEN 


Ben. All mad, I think—flesh, I believe all the calentures 
of the sea are come ashore, for my part. 

Mrs. Frait. Mr. Benjamin in choler! 

Ben. No, I’m pleased well enough, now I have found 
you,—mess, I have had such a hurricane upon your 
account yonder.— 
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Mrs. Frat. My account, pray what’s the matter? 

Ben. Why, father came and found me squabling with 
yon chitty-fac’d thing, as he would have me marry,—so he 
ask’d what was the matter.—He ask’d in a surly sort of a 
way—(it seems brother Val. is gone mad, and so that put’n 
into a passion; but what did I know that, what’s that to me?) 
—So he ask’d in a surly sort of manner,—and gad I answer’d 
’en as surlily, what tho’f he be my father, I an’t bound 
prentice to ’en:—so faith I told’n in plain terms, if I were 
minded to marry, I’d marry to please my self, not him: and 
for the young woman that he provided for me, I thought 
it more fitting for her to learn her sampler, and make dirt- 
pies, than to look after a husband; for my part I was none of 
her man. I had another voyage to make, let him take it 
as he will. 

Mrs. Frat. So then, you intend to go to sea again? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you,—but I wou’d 
not tell him so much—so he said he’d make my heart ake; 
and if so be that he cou’d get a woman to his mind, he’d 
marry himself. Gad, says I, an you play the fool and marry 
at these years, there’s more danger of your head’s aking than 
my heart.—He was woundy angry when I gav’n that wipe.— 
He hadn’t a word to say, and so I left’n, and the green girl 
together; may-hap the bee may bite, and he'll marry her 
himself, with all my heart. 

Mrs. Frait. And were you this undutiful and graceless 
wretch to your father? 

Ben. Then why was he graceless first, if I am un- 
dutiful and graceless, why did he beget me so? I did not get 
my self. 

Mrs. Frat. O impiety! How have I been mistaken! 
What an inhuman merciless creature have I set my heart 
upon? O I am happy to have discover’d the shelves and 
quicksands that lurk beneath that faithless smiling face. 

Ben. Hey toss! What’s the matternow? Why you ben’t 
angry, be you? 

Mrs. Frat. O see me no more, for thou wert born 
amongst rocks, suckl’d by whales, cradled in a tempest, and 
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whistled to by winds; and thou art come forth with fins and 
scales, and three rows of teeth, a most outragious fish of 
prey. 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord, she’s mad, poor young woman, 
love has turn’d her senses, her brain is quite overset. Well-a- 
day, how shall I do to set her to rights. 

Mrs. Frat. No, no, I am not mad, monster, I am wise 
enough to find ‘you out. Hadst thou the impudence to 
aspire at being a husband with that stubborn and dis- 
obedient temper? You that know not how to submit to 
a father, presume to have sufficient stock of duty to undergo 
a wife? I should have been finely fobb’d indeed, very finely 
fobb’d. i 

Ben. Harkee forsooth; if so be that you are in your right 
senses, d’ye see; for ought as I perceive I’m like to be finely 
fobb’d,——f I have got anger here upon your account, and 
you are tack’d about already. What d’ye mean, after all 
your fair speeches, and stroaking my cheeks, and kissing 
and hugging, what wou’d you sheer off so? Wou’d you, and 
leave me aground? 

Mrs. Fra. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go which way 
you will. 

Ben. What, are you false-hearted then? 

Mrs. Frait. Only the wind’s chang’d. 

Ben. More shame for you, the wind’s chang’d?— 
It’s an ill wind blows no body good,—may-hap I have a good 
riddance on you, if these be your tricks, what did you 
mean all this while, to make a fool of me? 

Mrs. Fra. Any fool, but a husband. 

Ben. Husband! Gad I wou’d not be your husband, if 
you wou’d have me; now I know your mind, tho’f you had 
your weight in gold and jewels, and tho’f I lov’d you never so 
well. 

Mrs. Frat. Why, can’st thou love, porpusse? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don’t call names, I 
don’t love you so well as to bear that, whatever I did, I’m 
glad you shew your self, mistress:—let them marry you, as 
don’t know you:—gad I know you too well, by sad experience; 
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I believe he that marries you will go to sea in a hen-peck’d 
frigat—I believe that, young woman and may-hap may 
come to an anchor at Cuckolds-Point; so there’s a dash for 
you, take it as you will, may-hap you may holla after me when 
I won’t come too. 

Mrs. Frait. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on’t,—My true love 
is gone to sea : [Sings. 


‘ SCENE Sry 
Mrs. Frait, Mrs. ForesiGut 


Mrs. Frat. O sister, had you come a minute sooner, you 
would have seen the resolution of a lover, honest Tarr 
and [| are parted; and with the same indifference that we 
met:——O’ my life I am half vex’d at the insensibility of 
a brute that I despis’d. 

Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it most heroically? 

Mrs. Fram. Most tyrannically, for you see he has 
got the start of me; and I the poor forsaken maid am left 
complaining on the shoar. But I'll tell you a hint that he has 
given me; Sir Sampson is enraged, and talks desperately of 
committing matrimony himself. If he has a mind to throw 
himself away, he can’t do it more effectually than upon me, 
if we could bring it about. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh hang him old fox, he’s too cunning, 
besides he hates both you and me. But I have a project 
in my head for you, and I have gone a good way towards it. 
I have almost made a bargain with Jeremy, Valentine’s 
man, to sell his master to us. 

Mrs. Frat. Sell him, how? 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Jeremy says will take any body for her that he 
imposes on him. Now I have promised him mountains; 
if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him in her stead, 
and get you marry’d together, and put to bed together; and 
after consummation, girl, there’s no revoking. And if he 
should recover his senses, he’ll be glad at least to make you a 
good settlement—here they come, stand aside a little, and 
tell me how you like the design. 
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SCENE .Y. 


Mrs. Foresicut, Mrs. Frat, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, ForE- 
SIGHT, and JEREMY 


Scan. And have you given your master a hint of their 


plot upon him? [To Jere. 
Jere. Yes, sir; he says he’ll favour it, and mistake her for 
Angelica. : 


Scan. It may make us sport. 

Fore. Mercy on us! 

Vat. Husht interrupt me not T’ll whisper predic- 
tion to thee, and thou shalt prophesie; I am truth, and 
can teach thy tongue a new trick, I have told thee what’s 
past, now I’ll tell you what’s to come; dost thou 
know what will happen to morrow? answer me not 
for I will tell thee. To morrow, knaves will thrive thro’ 
craft, and fools thro’ fortune; and honesty will go as it did, 
frost-nipt in a summer suit. Ask me questions concerning 
to morrow? 

Scan. Ask him, Mr. Foresight. 

Fore. Pray what will be done at court? 

Vat. Scandal will tell you; I am truth, I never come 
there. 

Fore. In the city? 

Vat. Oh, prayers will be said in empty churches, at the 
usual hours. Yet you will see such zealous faces behind 
counters, as if religion were to be sold in every shop. Oh 
things will go methodically in the city, the clocks will strike 
twelve at noon, and the horn’d herd buz in the exchange at 
two. Wives and husbands will drive distinct trades, and 
care and pleasure separately occupy the family. Coffee- 
houses will be full of smoak and stratagem. And the cropt 
prentice, that sweeps his master’s shop in the morning, may 
ten to one dirty his sheets before night. But there are two 
things that you will see very strange; which are wanton 
wives, with their legs at liberty, and tame cuckolds, with 
chains about their necks. But hold, I must examine you 
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before I go further; you lock suspiciously. Are you a hus- 
band? 

Fore. I am married. 

Vat. Poor creature! Is your wife of Covent-Garden parish! 

Fore. No; St. Martins in the Fields. 

Vat. Alas; poor man; his eyes are sunk, and his hands 
shrivell’d: his legs dwindl’d, and his back bow’d, pray, pray, 
for a metamorphosis change thy shape, and shake off 
age; get thee Medea’s kettle, and be boil’d a-new; come forth 
with lab’ring callous hands, a chine of steel, and Atlas 
shoulders. Let Taliacotius trim the calves of twenty chair- 
men, and make thee pedestals to stand erect upon, and look 
matrimony in the face. Ha, ha, ha! That a man shou’d 
have a stomach to a wedding supper, when the pidgeons 
ought rather to be laid to his feet, ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. I believe it is a spring tide. 

Fore. Very likely truly; you understand these mat- 
ters Mr. Scandal, I shall be very glad to confer with 
you about these things which he has utter’d.—His sayings 
are very mysterious and hieroglyphical. 

Vat. Oh, why would Angelica be absent from my eyes 
so long? 

Jere. She’s here, sir. 

Mrs. Fore. Now, sister. 

Mrs. Frait. O Lord, what must I say? 

Scan. Humour him, madam, by all means. 

Vat. Where is she? Oh I see her she comes, like 
riches, health and liberty at once, to a despairing, starving, 
and abandon’d wretch, oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs. Frait. How d’ye, sir? Can I serve you? 

Vat. Harkee; I have a secret to tell you—Endymion 
and the moon shall meet us upon Mount Latmos, and we'll 
be marry’d in the dead of night. But say not a word. 
Hymen shall put his torch into a dark lanthorn, that it may 
be secret; and Juno shall give her peacock poppy-water, that 
he may fold his ogling tail, and Argus’s hundred eyes be shut, 
ha? No body shall know, but Jeremy. 
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Mrs. Frart. No, no, we’ll keep it secret, it shall be done 
presently. 

Vat. The sooner the better Jeremy, come hither 
closer that none may over-hear us; Jeremy, I can 
tell you news; Angelica is turn’d nun; and I am turning fryar, 
and yet we’ll marry one another in spite of the pope get 
me a coul and beads, that I may play my part, for she’ll 
meet me two hours hence in black and white, and a long veil 
to cover the project, and we won’t see one anothers faces, 
*till we have done something to be asham’d of; and then 
we'll blush once for all. 


SCENE XVI 
[To them] TaTTLE and ANGELICA 


Jere. I'll take care, and—— 

Vat. Whisper. 

Anc. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make love to me, you spoil 
my design, for I intend to make you my confident. 

Tatr. But, madam, to throw away your person, such a 
person! and such a fortune on a madman! 

Ano. I never lov’d him ’till he was mad; but don’t tell 
any body so. 

Scan. How’s this! Tattle making love to Angelica! 

Tatr. Tell, madam! alas you don’t know me I have 
much ado to tell your Ladyship, how long I have been in 
love with you—but encourag’d by the impossibility of 
Valentine’s making any more addresses to you, I have ven- 
tur’d to declare the very inmost passion of my heart. Oh, 
madam, look upon us both. There you see the ruins of a 
poor decay’d creature here, a compleat and lively figure, 
with youth and health, and all his five senses in perfection, 
madam, and to all this, the most passionate lover 

Ano. O fie for shame, hold your tongue, a passionate 
lover, and five senses in perfection! when you are as mad as 
Valentine, I’ll believe you love me, and the maddest shall 
take me. 

Vat. It is enough. Ha! Who’s here? 
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Fratt. O Lord, her coming will spoil all. [To Jeremy. 

Jere. No, no, madam, he won’t know her; if he shou’d, 
I can perswade him. 

Vat. Scandal, who are these? Foreigners? If they are, 
I'll tell you what I think get away all the company but 
Angelica, that I may discover my design to her. [Whisper. 

Scan. I will I have discover’d something of Tattle, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angelica; if we 
cou’d contrive to couple ’em together—hark’ee—— 


[Whisper. 

Mrs. Fore. He won’t know you, cousin, he knows no 
body. 

Fore. But he knows more than any body, oh neice, 


he knows things past and to come, and all the profound 
secrets of time. 

Tatr. Look you, Mr. Foresight, it is not my way to 
make many words of matters, and so I shan’t say much,— 
but in short, d’ye see, I will hold you a hundred pound now, 
that I know more secrets than he. 

Fore. How! I cannot read that knowledge in your face, 
Mr. Tattle pray, what do you know? 

Tatr. Why, d’ye think I'll tell you, sir! Read it in my 
face? No, sir, ’tis written in my heart: and safer there, sir, 
than letters writ in juice of lemon, for no fire can fetch it out. 
I am no blab, sir. 

Vat. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may easily bring it 
about. They are welcome, and I’ll tell ’em so my self. 
[To Scandal.] What, do you look strange upon me?—Then 
I must be plain. [Coming up to them.| I am truth, and hate 
an old acquaintance with a new face. 

[Scandal goes aside with Jeremy. 

Tatr. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Vat. You? Who are you? No, I hope not. 

Tatr. Iam Jack Tattle, your friend. 

Vat. My friend, what to do? I am no married man, and 
thou canst not lye with my wife: I am very poor, and thou 


canst not borrow mony of me: then what employment have 
I for a friend? 
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Tatr. Hah! A good open speaker, and not to be trusted 
with a secret. 

Anc. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Vat. Oh very well. 

Anc. WhoamI? 

Vat. You’re a woman,—one to whom Heav’n gave beauty, 
when it grafted roses on a briar. You are the reflection of 
Heav’n in a pond, and he that leaps at you is sunk. You 
are all white, a sheet of lovely spotless paper, when you first 
are born; but you are to be scrawl’d and blotted by every 
goose’s quill. I know you; for I lov’'d a woman, and lov’d her 
so long, that I found out a strange thing: I found out what a 
woman was good for. 

Tatr. Ay, prithee, what’s that? 

Vat. Why, to keep a secret. 

Tatr. O Lord! 

Vat. O exceeding good to keep a secret: for tho’ she 
should tell, yet she is not to be believ’d. 

Tatr. Hah! good again, faith. 

Vat. I would have musick 


I like 


sing me the song that 


SONG 
Set by Mr. Finger 
I 


I tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve, 

And could again begin to love and live, 

To you I should my earliest off’ring give; 
I know, my eyes would lead my heart to you, 
And I should all my vows and oaths renew, 
But to be plain, I never would be true. 


II 


For by our weak and weary truth, I find, 
Love hates to center in a point assign’d; 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind. 
Then never let us chain what shou’d be free, 
But for relief of either sex agree: 
Since women love to change, and so do we. 
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No more, for I am melancholly. [Walks musing. 
Jere. I'll do’t, sir. [To Scandal. 
Scan. Mr. Foresight, we had best leave him. He may 

grow outragious, and do mischief. 

Fore. I will be directed by you. 

Jere. [to Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, madam;——TI’Il take 
care every thing shall be ready. 

Mrs. Frait. Thou shalt do what thou wilt, in short, I 
will deny thee nothing. 

Tatr. Madam, shall I wait upon you? [To Angelica. 

Anco. No, I'll stay with him—Mr. Scandal will protect 
me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle desires you would give him leave to 
wait on you. 

Tatr. Pox on’t, there’s no coming off, now she has said 
that madam, will you do me the honour? 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tattle might have us’d less ceremony. 


SCENE XVII 
ANGELICA, VALENTINE, SCANDAL 


Scan. Jeremy, follow Tattle. 

Anc. Mr. Scandal, I only stay ’till my maid comes, and 
because I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 

Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a 
better reason, which you gave to Mr. Tattle; for his imperti- 
nence fore’d you to acknowledge a kindness for Valentine, 
which you deny’d to all his sufferings and my sollicitations. 
So I'll leave him to make use of the discovery; and your 
Ladyship to the free confession of your inclinations. 

Anc. Oh Heav’ns! You won’t leave me alone with a 
madman? 

Scan. No, madam; I only leave a madman to his remedy. 


SCENE. XVIII 
ANGELICA, VALENTINE 


Vat. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for I 
fancy I begin to come to my self. 


SCENE XIx] Love for Love 267 


Ano. Ay, but if I don’t fit you, I'll be hang’d. = [A side. 

Vat. You see what disguises love makes us put on; gods 
have been in counterfeited shapes for the same reason; and 
the divine part of me, my mind, has worn this masque of 
madness, and this motly livery, only as the slave of love, and 
menial creature of your beauty. 

Anc. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine. 

Vat. Nay faith, now let us understand one another, 
hypocrisie apart the comedy draws toward an end, and 
let us think of leaving acting, and be our selves; and since 
you have lov’d me, you must own, IJ have at length deserv’d 
you shou’d confess it. 

Ano. [Sighs.] I would I had lov’d you for Heav’n 
knows I pity you; and could I have foreseen the bad effects, 
I wou’d have striven; but that’s too late. [Sighs. 

Vat. What sad effects? ——What’s too late? my seeming 
madness has deceiv’d my father, and procur’d me time to 
think of means to reconcile me to him; and preserve the 
right of my inheritance to his estate; which otherwise by 
articles, I must this morning have resign’d: and this I had 
inform’d you of to day, but you were gone, before I knew you 
had been here. 

Anc. How! I thought your love of me had caus’d this 
transport in your soul; which, it seems, you only counter- 
feited; for mercenary ends, and sordid interest. 

Vat. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any interest was 
consider’d it was yours; since I thought I wanted more than 
love, to make me worthy of you. 

Anco. Then you thought me mercenary but how am 
I deluded by this interval of sense, to reason with a madman? 

Vat. Oh, ’tis barbarous to misunderstand me longer. 


SCENE XIx 
[To them] JEREMY 


Anc. Oh here’s a reasonable creature——sure he will 
not have the impudence to persevere come Jeremy, 
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acknowledge your trick, and confess your master’s madness 
counterfeit. 

Jere. Counterfeit, madam! I'll maintain him to be as 
absolutely and substantially mad, as any freeholder in 
Bethlehem; nay, he’s as mad as any projector, fanatick, 
chymist, lover, or poet in Europe. 

Vat. Sirrah, you lie; I am not mad. 

Anc. Ha, ha, ha, you see he denies it. 

Jere. O Lord, madam, did you ever know any madman 
mad enough to own it? 

Va. Sot, can’t you apprehend? 

Anc. Why he talk’d very sensibly just now. 

Jere. Yes, madam; he has intervals: but you see he 
begins to look wild again now. 

Vat. Why you thick-skull’d rascal, I tell you the farce 
is done, and | will be mad no longer. [Beats him. 

Anco. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy? 

Jere. Partly I think—for he does not know his own mind 
two hours—I’m sure I left him just now, in the humour to be 
mad: and I think I have not found him very quiet at this 
present. Who's there? [One knocks. 

Vat. Go see, you sot. I’m very glad that I can move 
your mirth, tho’ not your compassion. 

Ane. I did not think you had apprehension enough to 
be exceptious: but madmen shew themselves most, by over- 
pretending to a sound understanding; as drunken men do by 
over-acting sobriety; I was half inclining to believe you, ’till 
I accidently touch’d upon your tender part: but now you 
have restor’d me to my former opinion and compas- 
sion. 

Jere. Sir, your father has sent to know if you are any 
better yet will you please to be mad, sir, or how? 

VaL. Stupidity! You know the penalty of all I’m worth 
must pay for the confession of my senses; I’m mad, and will 
be mad to every body but this lady. 

Jere. So——just the very backside of truth—,but 
lying is a figure in speech, that interlards the greatest part 
of my conversation madam, your Ladyship’s woman. 
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SCENE XX 
VALENTINE, ANGELICA, JENNY 


Anco. Well, have you been there? Come hither. 

Jenny. Yes, madam, Sir Sampson will wait upon you 
presently. [Aside to Angelica. 

Vat. You are not leaving me in this uncertainty? 

Anc. Wou’d any thing, but a madman, complain of un- 
certainty? Uncertainty and expectation are the joys of life. 
Security is an insipid thing, and the overtaking and possess- 
ing of a wish, discovers the folly of the chase. Never let us 
know one another better; for the pleasure of a masquerade 
is done, when we come to shew our faces; but I’ll tell you two 
things before I leave you; I am not the fool you take me for; 
and you are mad, and don’t know it. 


SCENE XXI 
VALENTINE, JEREMY 


Vat. From a riddle, you can expect nothing but a riddle. 
There’s my instruction, and the moral of my lesson. 

Jere. What, is the lady gone again, sir? I hope you 
understood one another before she went? 

Vat. Understood! She is harder to be understood than 
a piece of Agyptian antiquity, or an Irish manuscript; you 
may pore ’till you spoil your eyes, and not improve your 
knowledge. 

Jere. I have heard ’em say, sir, they read hard Hebrew 
books backwards; may be you begin to read at the wrong 
end. 

Vat. They say so of a witches prayer, and dreams and 
Dutch almanacks are to be understood by contraries. But 
there’s regularity and method in that; she is a medal without 
a reverse or inscription, for indifference has both sides alike. 
Yet while she does not seem to hate me, I will pursue her, 
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and know her if it be possible, in spight of the opinion of my 
satirical friend, Scandal, who says, 


That women are like tricks by slight of hand, 
Which, to admire, we should not understand. 


[End of the Fourth Act.] 


ACT V 
SCENE I, 4 room in Foresicut’s house 


ANGELICA, and JENNY 


Anc. Where is Sir Sampson? Did you not tell me, he 
would be here before me? 

Jenny. He’s at the great glass in the dining room, madam, 
setting his cravat and wig. 

Anco. How! I’m glad on’t—if he has a mind I should like 
him, it’s a sign he likes me; and that’s more than half my 
design. 

Jenny. I hear him, madam. 

Anco. Leave me, and d’ye hear, if Valentine shou’d come, 
or send, I am not to be spoken with. 


SCENE TT 
ANGELICA, SIR SAMPSON 


Sir Samp. I have not been honour’d with the commands 
of a fair lady, a great while—odd, madam, you have reviv’d 
me—not since I was five and thirty. 

Anc. Why, you have no great reason to complain, Sir 
Sampson, that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, madam, a very great while; 
to a man that admires a fine woman, as much as I do. 

Anc. You’re an absolute courtier, Sir Sampson. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, madam: ods-bud you wrong me; 
I am not so old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a man of 
words: odd, I have warm blood about me yet, and can serve 
a lady any way—come, come, let me tell you, you women 
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think a man old too soon, faith and troth you do—come, 
don’t despise fifty; odd fifty, in a hale constitution, is no such 
contemptible age. 

Anco. Fifty a contemptible age! Not at all, a very fash- 
ionable age I think I assure you, I know very consider- 
able beaus, that set a good face upon fifty, fifty! I have seen 
fifty in a side box by candle-light, out-blossom five and 
twenty. 

Sir Samp. Outsides, outsides; a pize take ’em, meer 
outsides: hang your side-box beaus; no, I’m none of those, 
none of your fore’d trees, that pretend to blossom in the fall; 
and bud when they should bring forth fruit: I-am of a long 
liv’d race, and inherit vigour, none of my ancestors marry’d 
till fifty; yet they begot sons and daughters ’till fourscore: 
I am of your patriarchs, I, a branch of one of your Antide- 
luvian families, fellows, that the blood could not wash away. 
Well, madam, what are your commands? Has any young 
rogue affronted you, and shall I cut his throat? or. 

Anc. No, Sir Sampson, I have no quarrel upon my hands 
—I have more occasion for your conduct than your courage 
at this time. To tell you the truth, I’m weary of living 
single, and want a husband. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and ’tis pity you should—odd, wou’d 
she wou’d like me, then I shou’d hamper my young rogues: 
odd,wou’d she wou’d; faith and troth she’s devilish handsome. 
[Aside.] Madam, you deserve a good husband, and ’twere 
pity you shou’d be thrown away upon any of these young idle 
rogues about the town. Odd, there’s ne’er a young fellow 
worth hanging,—that is a very young fellow—pize on ’em, 
they never think beforehand of any thing;—and if they 
commit matrimony, ’tis as they commit murder; out of a 
frolick: and are ready to hang themselves, or to be hang’d 
by the law, the next morning:—odso, have a care, madam. 

Anco. Therefore I ask your advice, Sir Sampson: I have 
fortune enough to make any man easie that I can like; if there 
were such a thing as a young agreeable man, with a reasonable 
stock of good nature and sense for I would neither have 
an absolute wit, nor a fool. 
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Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to please, madam; to find 
a young fellow that is neither a wit in his own eye, nor a fool 
in the eye of the world, is a very hard task. But, faith and 
troth, you speak very discreetly; for I hate both a wit and 
a fool. 

Anco. She that marries a fool, Sir Sampson, forfeits the 
reputation of her honesty or understanding: and she that 
marries a very witty man is a slave to the severity and inso- 
lent conduct of her husband. I should like a man of wit for 
a lover, because I would have such an one in my power; but 
I would no more be his wife, than his enemy. For his malice 
is not a more terrible consequence of his aversion, than his 
jealousie is of his love. 

Str Samp. None of old Foresight’s Sybils ever utter’d 
such a truth. Odsbud, you have won my heart: I hate a 
wit; I had a son that was spoil’d among ’em; a good hopeful 
lad, till he learn’d to be a wit and might have risen in 
the state but, a pox on’t, his wit run him out of his mony, 
and now his poverty has run him out of his wits. 

Ano. Sir Sampson, as your friend, I must tell you, you 
are very much abus’d in that matter; he’s no more mad 
than you are. 

Str Samp. How, madam! Wou’d I cou’d prove it. 

Anco. I can tell you how that may be done——but it is a 
thing that wou’d make me appear to be too much concern’d 
in your affairs. 

Str Samp. Odsbud, I believe she likes me—[Aside] 
ah, madam, all my affairs are scarce worthy to be laid at 
your feet; and I wish, madam, they were in a better posture, 
that I might make a more becoming offer to a lady of your 
incomparable beauty and merit.—If I had Peru in one hand, 
and Mexico in t’other, and the Eastern Empire under my 
feet; it would make me only a more glorious victim to be 
offer’d at the shrine of your beauty. 

Anc. Bless me, Sir Sampson, what’s the matter? 

Sir Samp. Odd, madam, I love you—and if you wou’d 
take my advice in a husband 

Anc. Hold, hold, Sir Sampson. I ask’d your advice for 
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a husband, and you are giving me your consent—I was indeed 
thinking to propose something like it in jest, to satisfie you 
about Valentine: for if a match were seemingly carried on, 
between you and me, it would oblige him to throw off his 
disguise of madness, in apprehension of losing me: for you 
know he has long pretended a passion for me. 

Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a most ingenious contrivance—if 
we were to go through with it. But why must the match 
only be seemingly carry’d on?——Od4d, let it be a real con- 
tract. 

Anco. O fie, Sir Sampson, what would the world say? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would say, you were a wise woman, 
and I a happy man. Odd, madam, I'll love you as long as 
I live; and leave you a good jointure when I die. 

Ano. Ay; but that is not in your power, Sir Sampson; 
for when Valentine confesses himself in his senses, he must 
make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

Str Samp. Odd, you’re cunning, a wary baggage! Faith 
and troth I like you the better—but, I warrant you, I have 
a proviso in the obligation in favour of my self body o’me, 
I have a trick to turn the settlement upon the issue male of 
our two bodies begotten. Odsbud, let us find children, and 
I’ll find an estate! 

Anc. Will you? Well, do you find the estate, and leave 
the t’other to me— 

Sm Samp. O rogue! But I’ll trust you. And will you 
consent? Is it a match then? 

Anc. Let me consult my lawyer concerning this obli- 
gation; and if I find what you propose practicable; I’ll give 
you my answer. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart;—come in with me, and 
T’ll lend you the bond you shall consult your lawyer, and 
V’ll consult a parson; odzooks I’m a young man: odzooks 
I’m a young man, and I'll make it appear—odd, you’re 
devilish handsome: faith and troth, you’re very handsome, 
and I’m very young, and very lusty odsbud, hussy, you 
know how to chuse, and so do IJ; odd, I think we are very 
well met;—give me your hand, odd, let me kiss it; ’tis as 
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warm and as soft—as what?——Odd, as ’tother hand— 
give me t’other hand, and I’ll mumble ’em, and kiss ’em ’till 
they melt in my mouth. 

Anco. Hold, Sir Sampson you're profuse of your 
vigour before your time: you'll spend your estate before 
you come to it. 

Str Samp. No, no, only give you a rent-roll of my posses- 
sions—ah! baggage I warrant you for little Sampson: 
odd, Sampson’s a very good name for an able fellow: your 
Sampsons were strong dogs from the beginning. 

Anc. Have a care, and don’t over-act your part—if 
you remember, Sampson, the strongest of the name, pull’d 
an old house over his head at last. 

Sir Samp. Say you so hussy?—Come, let’s go then; odd, 
I long to be pulling too, come away——Odso, here’s some 
body coming. 


SOE NEV hE 
TATTLE, JEREMY 


Tatr. Is not that she, gone out just now? 

Jere. Ay, sir, she’s just going to the place of appointment. 
Ah sir, if you are not very faithful and close in this business, 
you'll certainly be the death of a person that has a most 
extraordinary passion for your honour’s service. 

Tatr. Ay, who’s that? 

Jere. Even my unworthy self, sir sir, I have had an 
appetite to be fed with your commands a great while; 
and now, sir, my former master, having much troubled the 
fountain of his understanding; it is a very plausible occasion 
for me to quench my thirst at the spring of your bounty— 
I thought I could not recommend my self better to you, sir, 
than by the delivery of a great beauty and fortune into your 
arms, whom I have heard you sigh for. 

Tatr. Tl make thy fortune; say no more thou art a 
pretty fellow, and canst carry a message to a lady, in a pretty 
soft kind of phrase, and with a good perswading accent. 

Jere. Sir, I have the seeds of rhetorick and oratory in 
my head I have been at Cambridge. 
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Tatr. Ay; ’tis well enough for a servant to be bred at an 
university: but the education is a little too pedantick for a 
gentleman. I hope you are secret in your nature, private, 
close, ha? 

Jere. Osir, for that sir, ’tis my chief talent; I’m as secret 
as the head of Nilus. 

Tatr. Ay? Who’s he, tho’? A privy counsellor? 

Jere. O ignorance! [Aside.] A cunning A’gyptian, sir, 
that with his arms would overrun the country, yet no body 
could ever find out his head-quarters. 

Tatr. Close dog! A good whoremaster, I warrant him 
the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veil’d 
like a nun; and I must be hooded like a friar; ha, 
Jeremy? 

Jere. Ay, sir, hooded like a hawk, to seize at first sight 
upon the quarry. It is the whim of my master’s madness to 
be so dress’d; and she is so in love with him, she’ll comply 
with any thing to please him. Poor lady, I’m sure she'll 
have reason to pray for me, when she finds what a happy 
exchange she has made, between a madman and so accom- 
plish’d a gentleman. 

Tatr. Ay faith, so she will, Jeremy: you’re a good friend 
to her, poor creature——lI swear I do it hardly so much in 
consideration of my self, as compassion to her. 

Jere. ’Tis an act of charity, sir, to save a fine woman with 
thirty thousand pound, from throwing her self away. 

Tatr. So’tis, faith I might have sav’d several others 
in my time; but I gad I could never find in my heart to marry 
any body before. 

Jere. Well, sir, I’ll go and tell her my master’s coming; 
and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with your disguise, 
at your own lodgings. You must talk a little madly, she 
won’t distinguish the tone of your voice. 

Tarr. No, no, let me alone for a counterfeit; 
be ready for you. 


Tl 
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SCENE IV 
Tatr_e, Miss PRUE 


Miss. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I’m glad I have 
found you; I have been looking up and down for you like 
any thing, ’till I’m as tired as any thing in the world. 

Tatr. O pox how shall I get rid of this foolish girl? 

[Aside. 

Miss. OI have pure news, I can tell you pure news 
I must not marry the seaman now—my father says so. Why 
won’t you be my husband? You say you love me, and you 
won’t be my husband. And I know you may be my husband 
now if you please. 

Tatr. O fie, miss: who told you so, child? 

Miss. Why, my father—I told him that you lovw’d 
me. 

Tatr. O fie, miss, why did you do so? And who told 
you so, child? 

Miss. Who? Why you did; did not you? 

Tatr. O pox, that was yesterday, miss, that was a great 
while ago, child. I have been asleep since; slept a whole 
night, and did not so much as dream of the matter. 

Miss. Pshaw, O but I dream’t that it was so tho’. 

Tatr. Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams come 
by contraries, child——O fie; what, we must not love one 
another now pshaw, that would be a foolish thing indeed 
fie, fie, you’re a woman now, and must think of a new 
man every morning, and forget him every night no, no, 
to marry is to be a child again, and play with the same rattle 
always: O fie, marrying is a paw thing. 

Miss. Well, but don’t you love me as well as you did 
last night then? | 

Tatr. No, no, child, you would not have me. 

Miss. No? Yes but I would tho’. 

Tatr. Pshaw, but I tell you, you would not 
forget you’re a woman, and don’t know your own mind. 

Miss. But here’s my father, and he knows my mind. 


You 
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SCENE V 
[To them] ForEsIGHT 


Fore. O, Mr. Tattle, your servant, you are a close man; 
but methinks your love to my daughter was a secret I might 
have been trusted with, or had you a mind to try if I 
could discover it. by my art hum, ha! I think there is 
something in your physiognomy, that has a resemblance of 
her; and the girl is like me. 

Tatr. And so you wou’d infer, that you and I are alike 
what does the old prig mean? I'll banter him, and laugh 
at him, and leave him. [A4side.] I fancy you have a wrong 
notion of faces. 

Fore. How? What? a wrong notion! How so? 

Tatr. In the way of art: I have some taking features, 
not obvious to vulgar eyes; that are indications of a sudden 
turn of good fortune, in the lottery of wives; and promise a 
great beauty and great fortune reserved alone for me, by a 
private intriegue of destiny, kept secret from the piercing 
eye of perspicuity; from all astrologers, and the stars them- 
selves. 

Fore. How! I will make it appear, that what you say is 
impossible. 

Tatr. Sir, I beg your pardon, I’m in haste 

Fore. For what? 

Tatr. To be marry’d, sir, marry’d. 

Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, sir 

Tatr. No, sir; ’tis to be done privately I never make 
confidents. 

Fore. Well; but my consent I mean—you won’t marry 
my daughter without my consent? 

Tatr. Whol, sir? I’m an absolute stranger to you and 
your daughter, sir. 

Fore. Hey day! What time of the moon is this? 

Tatr. Very true, sir, and desire to continue so. I have 
no more love for your daughter, than I have likeness of you; 
and I have a secret in my heart; which you wou’d be glad to 
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know, and shan’t know; and yet you shall know it too, and 
be sorry for’t afterwards. I’d have you to know, sir, that I 
am as knowing as the stars, and as secret as the night. And 
I’m going to be married just now, yet did not know of it half 
an hour ago; and the lady stays for me, and does not know 
of it yet—there’s a mystery for you, I know you love to 
untie difficulties or if-you can’t solve this; stay here a 
quarter of an hour, and I’ll come and explain it to you. 


SCENE VI 
ForesicuT, Miss Prue 


Miss. O father, why will you let him go? Won’t you 
make him to be my husband? 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do these lunacies portend? 
Alas! he’s mad, child, stark wild. 

Miss. What, and must not I have e’er a husband then? 
What, must I go to bed to nurse again, and be a child as long 
as she’s an old woman? Indeed but I won’t. For now my 
mind is set upon a man, I| will have a man some way or other. 
Oh! methinks I’m sick when I think of a man; and if I can’t 
have one, I wou’d go to sleep all my life: for when I’m awake 
it makes me wish and long, and I don’t know for what and 
I'd rather be always asleep, than sick with thinking. 

Fore. O fearful! I think the girl’s influenc’d too, 
hussy, you shall have a rod. 

Miss. A fiddle of a rod, P’ll have a husband; and if you 
won’t get me one, I'll get one for my self: I’ll marry our 
Robin the butler, he says he loves me, and he’s a handsome 
man, and shall be my husband: I warrant he’ll be my hus- 
band, and thank me too, for he told me so. 


SCENE VII 
[To them] Scanpat, Mrs. Foresicut, and Nurse 


Fore. Did he so I'll dispatch him for’t presently; 
rogue! oh, nurse, come hither. 
Nurse. What is your worship’s pleasure? 
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Fore. Here take your young mistress, and lock her up 
presently, ’till farther orders from me not a word, hussy 
do what I bid you, no reply, away. And bid Robin make 
ready to give an account of his plate and linnen, d’ye hear, 
be gone when I bid you. 

Mrs. Fore. What’s the matter, husband? 

Fore. ’Tis not convenient to tell you now Mr. 
Scandal, Heav’n keep us all in our senses I fear there is a 
contagious frenzy abroad. How does Valentine? 

Scan. OI hope he will do well again—I have a message 
from him to your neice Angelica. 

Fore. Ithink she has not return’d, since she went abroad 
with Sir Sampson. Nurse, why are you not gone? 


SCENE VIII 
Foresicut, SCANDAL, Mrs. ForesicuT, BEN 


Mrs. Fore. Here’s Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
father be come home. 

Ben. Who, father? ay, he’s come home with a vengeance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what’s the matter? 

Ben. Matter! Why he’s mad. 

Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there’s the handsome young woman, she, as 
they say, brother Val. went mad for, she’s mad too, I think. 

Fore. O my poor neice, my poor neice, is she gone too? 
Well, I shall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad? how d’ye mean? 

Ben. Nay, I’ll give you leave to guess I’ll undertake 
to make a voyage to Antegoa No, hold, I mayn’t say so 
neither but I'll sail as far as Leghorn, and back again, 
before you shall guess at the matter, and do nothing else; 
mess, you may take in all the points of the compass, and 
not hit right. 

Mrs. Fore. Your experiment will take up a little too 
much time. 

Ben. Why then I’ll tell you; there’s a new wedding upon 
the stocks, and they two are a going to be married to rights. 
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Scan. Who? 

Ben. Why father, and 
hit of her name. 

Scan. Angelica? é 

Ben. Ay, the same. 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampson and Angelica, impossible! 

Ben. That may be——but I’m sure it is as I tell you. 

Scan. ’Sdeath, it’s a jest. I can’t believe it. 

Ben. Look you, friend, it’s nothing to me, whether you 
believe it orno. What I say is true; d’ye see, they are married, 
or just going to be married, I know not which. 

Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not lunatick? 

Ben. I don’t know what you call madness but she’s 
mad for a husband, and he’s horn mad, I think, or they’d 
ne’er make a match together Here they come. 


the young woman. I can’t 


SCENE IX 
[To them] Str Sampson, ANGELICA, BUCKRAM 


Str Samp. Where is this old soothsayer? this uncle of 
mine elect? A ha, old Foresight, Uncle Foresight, wish me 
joy, Uncle Foresight, double joy, both as uncle and astrologer; 
here’s a conjunction that was not foretold in all your Ephem- 
eris the brightest star in the blue firmament is shot 
from above, 1n a jelly of love, and so forth; and I’m Lord of the 
ascendant. Odd, you’re an old fellow, Foresight; uncle I 
mean, a very old fellow, Uncle Foresight; and yet you shall 
live to dance at my wedding; faith and troth you shall. Odd, 
we'll have the musick of the spheres for thee, old Lilly, that 
we will, and thou shalt lead up a dance in via lactea. 

Fore. I’m thunder-struck! You are not married to my 
neice? 

Sir Samp. Not absolutely marry’d, uncle; but very near 
it, within a kiss of the matter, as you see. [Kisses Angelica. 

Anc. ’Tis very true indeed, uncle; I hope you’ll be my 
father, and give me. 

Str Samp. That he shall, or I’ll burn his globes body 
o’me, he shall be thy father, I’ll make him thy father, and 
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thou shalt make me a father, and I’ll make thee a mother, 
and we'll beget sons and daughters enough to put the weekly 
bills out of countenance. 

Scan. Death and hell! Where’s Valentine? 


SCENE xX 


Sr Sampson, ANGELICA, ForesicHT, Mrs. Foresicut, 
Ben, BuckKRAM 


Mrs. Fore. This is so surprizing 

Srr Samp. How! What does my aunt say? Surprizing, 
aunt? Not at all, for a young couple to make a match in 
winter? Not at all—It’s a plot to undermine cold weather; 
and destroy that usurper of a bed call’d a warming-pan. 

Mrs. Fore. I’m glad to hear you have so much fire in 
you, Sir Sampson. 

Ben. Mess, I fear his fire’s little better than tinder; may- 
hap it will only serve to light up a match for some body else. 
The young woman’s a handsome young woman, I can’t deny 
it: but father, if I might be your pilot in this case, you should 
not marry her. It’s just the same thing, as if so be you should 
sail so far as the Straights without provision. 

Sir Samp. Who gave you authority to speak, sirrah? 
To your element, fish, be mute, fish, and to sea, rule your 
helm, sirrah, don’t direct me. 

Ben. Well, well, take your care of your own helm, or you 
mayn’t keep your new vessel steddy. 

Sir Samp. Why, you impudent tarpaulin! sirrah, do you 
bring your forecastle jests upon your father? But I shall be 
even with you, I won’t give you a groat. Mr. Buckram, is 
the conveyance so worded, that nothing can possibly descend 
to this scoundrel? I would not so much as have him have 
the prospect of an estate; tho’ there were no way to come to 
it, but by the North-East Passage. 

Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; 
there is not the least cranny of the law unstopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there’s many a cranny and leak 
unstopt in your conscience if so be that one had a pump 
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to your bosom, I believe we shou’d discover a foul hold. They 
say a witch will sail in a sieve but I believe the devil 
> > ms ’ 
wou’d not venture aboard o’your conscience. And that’s for 
you. 
Sir Samp. Hold your tongue, sirrah. How now, who’s 
here? : 


SGEN Evxs 
[To them] TaTTLE and Mrs. FraIu 


Mrs. Fra. O, sister, the most unlucky accident. 

Mrs. Fore. What’s the matter? 

Tatr. O, the two most unfortunate poor creatures in 
the world we are. 

Fore. Bless us! How so? 

Mrs. Frat. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and I 
are I can’t speak it out. 

Tatr.;.Nor I poor Mrs. Frail and I are—— 

Mrs. Fram. Married. 

Mrs. Fore. Married! How? 

Tatr. Suddenly before we knew where we were— 
that Villain Jeremy, by the help of disguises, trickt us into 
one another. 

Fore. Why, you told me just now, you went hence in 
haste to be married. 

Anc. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the favour to me, 
I thank him. 

Tarr. I did, as I hope to be sav’d, madam, my intentions 
were good but this is the most cruel thing, to marry one 
does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore—the devil take 
me if ever I was so much concern’d at any thing in my life. 

Anc. Tis very unhappy, if you don’t care for one 
another. 

Tatr. The least in the world—That is for my part, I 
speak for my self. Gad, I never had the least thought of 
serious kindness—I never lik’d any body less in my life. Poor 
woman! Gad I’m sorry for her too; for I have no reason to 
hate her neither; but I believe I shall lead her a damn’d sort 
of a life. 


1 
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Mrs. Fore. He’s better than no husband at all—tho’ he’s 
a coxcomb. [To Frail. 

Mrs. Fratt [to her.] Ay, ay, it’s well it’s no worse nay, 
for my part I always despised Mr. Tattle of all things; 
nothing but his being my husband could have made me like 
him less. 

Tatr. Look you there, I thought as much pox on’t, 
I wish we could keep it secret, why I don’t believe any of this 
company wou’d speak of it. . 

Mrs. Frat. But, my dear, that’s impossible; the parson 
and that rogue Jeremy will publish it. 

Tarr. Ay, my dear, so they will, as you say. 

Anc. O you’ll agree very well in a little time; custom will 
make it easie to you. 

Tarr. LEasie! Pox on’t, I don’t believe I shall sleep to 
night. 

Str Samp. Sleep, quotha! No, why you would not sleep 
o’ your wedding-night? I’m an older fellow than you, and 
don’t mean to sleep. 

Ben. Why there’s another match now, as tho’f a couple 
of privateers were looking for a prize, and should fall foul of 
one another. I’m sorry for the young man with all my heart. 
Look you, friend, if I may advise you, when she’s going, for 
that you must expect, I have experience of her, when she’s 
going, let her go. For no matrimony is tough enough to hold 
her, and if she can’t drag her anchor along with her, she'll 
break her cable, I can tell you that. Who’s here? the mad- 
man? 


SCENE the Last 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, SiR SAMPSON, ANGELICA, FoRESIGHT, 
Mrs. Foresicut, Tatrie, Mrs. Fram, Ben, JEREMY, 
BuckKRAM 
Vat. No; here’s the fool; and if occasion be, I’ll give it 
under my hand. 


Sir Samp. How now? 
Vat. Sir, I’m come to acknowledge my errors, and ask 


your pardon. 
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Sir Samp. What, have you found your senses at last then? 
In good time, sir. 

Vat. You were abus’d, sir, I never was distracted. 

Fore. How! Not mad! Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. No really, sir; I’m his witness, it was all counterfeit. 

Vat. I thought I had-reasons but it was a poor con- 
trivance, the effect has shewn it such. 

Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat your 
father! Sirrah, could you hope to prosper? 

Vat. Indeed, I thought, sir, when the father endeavoured 
to undo the son, it was a reasonable return of nature. 

Str Samp. Very good, sir—Mr. Buckram, are you ready? 
Come, sir, will you sign and seal? 

Vat. Ifyou please, sir; but first I would ask this lady one 
question. 

Str Samp. Sir, you must ask me leave first; that lady? 
No, sir; you shall ask that lady no questions, ’till you have 
ask’d her blessing, sir; that lady is to be my wife. 

Vat. I have heard as much, sir; but I wou’d have it from 
her own mouth. 

Sir Samp. That’s as much as to say, I lie, sir, and you 
don’t believe what I say. 

Vat. Pardon me, sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madness; I don’t know but the frolick may go 
round. 

Sir Samp. Come, chuck, satisfie him, answer him;—— 
come, come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Buck. Here it is, sir, with the deed, all is ready. 

[Val. goes to Ang. 

Anc. ’Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 
to me; nay, what if you were sincere? still you must pardon 
me, if I think my own inclinations have a better right to 
dispose of my person, than yours. 

Sir Samp. Are you answer’d now, sir? 

Vat. Yes, sir. 

Sir Samp. Where’s your plot, sir? and your contrivance 
now, sir? Will you sign, sir? Come, will you sign and seal? 

Vat. With all my heart, sir. 


SCENE the Last] Love for Love 285 


Scan. ’Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin your self? 

Vat. I have been disappointed of my only hope; and he 
that loses hope may part with any thing. I never valu’d 
fortune, but as it was subservient to my pleasure; and my 
only pleasure was to please this lady: I have made many vain 
attempts, and find at last that nothing but my ruin can 
effect it: which, for that reason, I will sign to——give me the 
paper. f 

Anc. Generous Valentine! [ Aside. 

Buck. Here is the deed, sir. 

Vat. But where is the bond, by which I am oblig’d to 
sign this? 

Buck. Sir Sampson, you have it. 

Anc. No, I have it; and I’ll use it, as I wou’d every thing 


that is an enemy to Valentine. [Tears the paper. 
Sir Samp. How now! 
Vat. Ha! 


Anco. Had I the world to give you, it cou’d not make me 
worthy of so generous and faithful a passion: here’s my 
hand, my heart was always yours, and struggl’d very hard 
to make this utmost trial of your vertue. [To Val. 

Vat. Between pleasure and amazement, I am lost 
but on my knees I take the blessing. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 

Ben. Mess here’s the wind chang’d again. Father, you 
and I may make a voyage together now. 

Anc. Well, Sir Sampson, since I have plaid you a trick, 
[’'ll advise you, how you may avoid such another. Learn to 
be a good father, or you'll never get a second wife. I always 
lov’d your son, and hated your unforgiving nature. I was 
resolv’d to try him to the utmost; I have try’d you too, and 
know you both. You have not more faults than he has 
virtues; and ’tis hardly more pleasure to me, that I can make 
him and my self happy, than that I can punish you. 

Vat. If my happiness cou’d receive addition, this kind 
surprize wou’d make it double. 

Str Samp. Oons you’re a crocodile. 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampson, this is a sudden eclipse. 
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Sir Samp. You’re an illiterate old fool, and I’m another. 

Tarr. If the gentleman is in disorder for want of a wife, 
I can spare him mine. Oh are you there, sir? I’m indebted 
to you for my happiness. [To Jere. 

Jere. Sir, I ask you ten thousand pardons, ’twas an 
errant mistake——you see, sir, my master was never mad, 
nor any thing like it Then how cou’d it be otherwise? 

Vat. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interposed 
between me and Heav’n; but providence laid purgatory in 
your way You have but justice. 

Scan. I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampson provided for 
his own wedding; methinks ’tis pity they shou’d not be 
employ’d when the match is so much mended. Valentine, 
tho’ it be morning, we may have a dance. 

Vat. Any thing, my friend, every thing that looks like 
joy and transport. 

Scan. Call ’em, Jeremy. 

Anco. I have done dissembling now, Valentine; and if 
that coldness which I have always worn before you, should 
turn to an extream fondness, you must not suspect it. 

Vat. Ill prevent that suspicion for I intend to doat 
to that immoderate degree, that your fondness shall never 
distinguish it self enough to be taken notice of. If ever you 
seem to love too much, it must be only when I can’t love 
enough. 

Anc. Have a care of promises; you know you are apt to 
run more in debt than you are able to pay. 

Vat. Therefore I yield my body as your prisoner, and 
make your best on’t. 

Jere. The musick stays for you. [Dance. 

Scan. Well, madam, you have done exemplary justice, 
in punishing an inhuman father, and rewarding a faithful 
lover: but there is a third good work, which I, in particular, 
must thank you for; I was an infidel to your sex, and you have 
converted me for now I am convine’d that all women are 
not like fortune, blind in bestowing favours, either on those 
who do not merit, or who do not want ’em. 

Anc. *Tis an unreasonable accusation, that you lay upon 
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our sex: you tax us with injustice, only to cover your own 
want of merit. You would all have the reward of love; but 
few have the constancy to stay ’till it becomes your due. Men 
are generally hypocrites and infidels, they pretend to worship- 
but have neither zeal nor faith: How few, like Valentine. 
would persevere even to martyrdom, and sacrifice thei 
interest to their constancy! In admiring me, you misplace 
the novelty. 

The miracle to day is, that we find 

A lover true: not that a woman’s kind. 


EieP! bolt OwGi UiekE 


Spoken at the Opening of the New House 
By Mrs. Bracegirdle 


Sure providence at first design’d this place 

To be the player’s refuge in distress; 

For still in every storm, they all run hither, 

As to a shed, that shields °em from the weather. 
But thinking of this change which last befell us, 
It’s like what I have heard our poets tell us: 

For when behind our scenes their suits are pleading, 
To help their love, sometimes they show their reading; 
And wanting ready cash to pay for hearts, 

They top their learning on us, and their parts. 
Once of philosophers they told us stories, 

Whom, as I think, they call’d—Py—Pythagories, 
I’m sure ’tis some such Latin name they give ’em, 
And we, who know no better, must believe ’em. 
Now to these men (say they) such souls were giv’n, 
That after death, ne’er went to hell, nor Heav’n, 
But liv’d, I know not how, in beasts; and then 
When many years were past, in men again. 
Methinks, we players resemble such a soul, 

That, does from bodies, we from houses strole. 
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Thus Aristotle’s soul, of old that was, 

May now be damn’d to animate an ass; 

Or in this very house, for ought we know, 

Is doing painful penance in some beau: 

And thus, our audience, which did once resort © 

To shining theatres to see_our sport, 

Now find us toss’d into a tennis-court. 

These walls but t’other day were fill’d with noise 

Of roaring gamesters, and your damme boys; 

Then bounding balls and rackets they encompast, 

And now they’re fill’d with jests, and flights, and bombast! 
I vow, I dont much like this transmigration, 
Stroling from place to place, by circulation, 

Grant Heav’n, we don’t return to our first station. 

I know not what these think, but for my part, 

I can’t reflect without an aking heart, 

How we shou’d end in our original, a cart. 

But we can’t fear, since you’re so good to save us, 

That you have only set us up, to leave us. 

Thus from the past, we hope for future grace, 

I beg it 
And some here know I have a begging face. 
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour, 
For a clear stage won’t do, without your favour. 
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When pleasure’s falling to the low delight, 

In the vain joys of the uncertain sight, 

No sense of wit when rude spectators know, 

But in distorted gesture, farce and show; 

How could, great author, your aspiring mind 

Dare to write only to the few refin’d! 

Yet tho’ that nice ambition you pursue, 

’Tis not in Congreve’s power to please but few. 
Implicitly devoted to his fame, 

Well-dress’d barbarians know his awful name; 

Tho’ senseless they’re of mirth, but when they laugh, 
As they feel wine, but when, ’till drunk, they quaff. 


On you, from fate, a lavish portion fell 
In ev’ry way of writing to excell. 
Your muse applause to Arabella brings, 
In notes as sweet as Arabella sings. 
When e’er you draw an undissembled woe, 
With sweet distress your rural numbers flow, 
Pastora’s the complaint of ev’ry swain, 
Pastora still the eccho of the plain! 
Or if your muse describe, with warming force, 
The wounded Frenchman falling from his horse; 
And her own William glorious in the strife, 
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Bestowing on the prostrate foe his life: 

You the great act as gen’rously rehearse, 

And all the English fury’s in your verse. 

By your selected scenes, and handsome choice, 
Ennobled comedy exalts her voice; 

You check unjust esteem and fond desire, 

And teach to scorn, what else we should admire; 
The just impression taught by you we bear, 

The player acts the world, the world the player, 
Whom still that world unjustly disesteems, 

Tho’ he, alone, professes what he seems: 

But when your muse assumes her tragick part, 
She conquers and she reigns in ev’ry heart; 

To mourn with her men cheat their private woe, 
And gen’rous pity’s all the grief they know; 

The widow, who impatient of delay, 

From the town-joys must mask it to the play, 
Joyns with your Mourning-Bride’s resistless moan, 
And weeps a loss she slighted, when her own; 
You give us torment, and you give us ease, 

And vary our afflictions as you please; 

Is not a heart so kind as yours in pain, 

To load your friends with cares you only feign; 
Your friends in grief, compos’d your self, to leave? 
But ’tis the only way you'll e’er deceive. 

Then still, great sir, your moving pow’r employ, 
To lull our sorrow, and correct our joy. 


R; STEEVE: 
To the Right Honourable 


BY Da Pie 
Earl of MOUNTAGUE, &c. 


My LORD, 


Whether the world will arraign me of vanity, or not, that 
I have presum’d to dedicate this comedy to your Lordship, 
I am yet in doubt: tho’ it may be it is some degree of vanity 
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even to doubt of it. One who has at any time had the honour 
of your Lordship’s conversation, cannot be suppos’d to think 
very meanly of that which he wou’d prefer to your perusal: 
yet it were to incur the imputation of too much sufficiency, to 
pretend to such a merit as might abide the test of your 
Lordship’s censure. 

Whatever value may be wanting to this play while yet it is 
mine, will be sufficiently made up to it, when it is once 
become your Lordship’ s; and it is my security, that I cannot 
have overrated it more by my dedication, than your Lord- 
ship will dignifie it by your patronage. 

That it succeeded on the stage, was almost beyond my 
expectation; for but little of it was prepar’d for that general 
taste which seems now to be predominant in the pallats of 
our audience. 

Those characters which are meant to be ridicul’d in most 
of our comedies, are of fools so gross, that in my humble 
opinion, they shou’d rather disturb than divert the well- 
naturd and reflecting part of an audience; they are rather 
objects of charity than contempt; and instead of moving our 
mirth, they ought very often to excite our compassion. 

This reflection mov’d me to design some characters, which 
shou’d appear ridiculous not so much thro’ a natural folly 
(which is incorrigible, and therefore not proper for the stage) 
as thro’ an affected wit; a wit, which at the same time that 
it is affected, is also false. As there is some difficulty in the 
formation of a character of this nature, so there is some hazard 
which attends the progress of its success, upon the stage: 
for many come to a play, so over-charg’d with criticism, that 

they very often let fly their censure, when thro’ their rashness 
they have mistaken their aim. This I had occasion lately to 
observe: for this play had been acted two or three days, 
before some of these hasty judges cou’d find the leisure to 
distinguish betwixt the character of a Witwoud and a 
Truewit. 

I must beg your Lordship’s pardon for this digression from 
the true course of this epistle; but that it may not seem al- 
together impertinent, I beg, that I may plead the occasion 
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of it, in part of that excuse of which I stand in need, for 
recommending this comedy to your protection. It is only 
by the countenance of your Lordship, and the few so qualify’d, 
that such who write with care and pains can hope to be 
distinguish’d: for the prostituted name of Poet promis- 
cuously levels all that bear it. 

Terence, the most correct writer in the world, had a 
Scipio and a Lelius, if not to assist him, at least to support 
him in his reputation: and notwithstanding his extraordi- 
nary merit, it may be, their countenance was not more than 
necessary. 

The purity of his stile, the delicacy of his turns, and the 
justness of his characters, were all of them beauties, which 
the greater part of his audience were incapable of tasting: 
some of the coursest strokes of Plautus, so severely censur’d 
by Horace, were more likely to affect the multitude; such, 
who come with expectation to laugh at the last act of a play, 
and are better entertain’d with two or three unseasonable 
jests, than with the artful solution of the Fable. 

As Terence excell’d in his performances, so had he great 
advantages to encourage his undertakings; for he built most 
on the foundations of Menander: his plots were generally 
modell’d, and his characters ready drawn to his hand. He 
copied Menander; and Menander had no less light in the 
formation of his characters, from the observations of Theo- 
phrastus, of whom he was a disciple; and Theophrastus it 
is known was not only the disciple, but the immediate succes- 
sor of Aristotle, the first and greatest judge of poetry. These 
were great models to design by; and the further advantage 
which Terence possess’d, towards giving his plays the due 
ornaments of purity of stile, and justness of manners, was not 
less considerable, from the freedom of conversation, which 
was permitted him with Lelius and Scipio, two of the greatest 
and most polite men of his age. And indeed, the privilege of 
such a conversation, is the only certain means of attaining to 
the perfection of dialogue. 

If it has happen’d in any part of this comedy, that I have 
gain’d a turn of stile, or expression more correct, or at least 
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more corrigible than in those which I have formerly written, 
I must, with equal pride and gratitude, ascribe it to the 
honour of your Lordship’s admitting me into your conversa- 
tion, and that of a society where every body else was so well 
worthy of you, in your retirement last summer from the town: 
for it was immediately after, that this comedy was written. 
If I have fail’d in my performance, it is only to be regretted, 
where there were so many, not inferior either to a Scipio or a 
Lelius, that there. shou’d be one wanting, equal in capacity 
to a Terence. 

If I am not mistaken, poetry is almost the only art, which 
has not yet laid claim to your Lordship’s patronage. Archi- 
tecture, and painting, to the great honour of our country, 
have flourish’d under your influence and protection. In the 
mean time, poetry, the eldest sister of all arts, and parent 
of most, seems to have resign’d her birth-right, by having 
neglected to pay her duty to your Lordship; and by permit- 
ting others of a later extraction, to prepossess that place in 
your esteem, to which none can pretend a better title. Poetry, 
in its nature, is sacred to the good and great; the relation 
between them is reciprocal, and they are ever propitious to 
it. It is the privilege of poetry to address to them, and it is 
their prerogative alone to give it protection. 

This receiv’d maxim is a general apology for all writers 
who consecrate their labours to great men: but I could wish, 
at this time, that this address were exempted from the com- 
mon pretence of all dedications; and that as I can distinguish 
your Lordship even among the most deserving, so this offer- 
ing might become remarkable by some particular instance of 
respect, which should assure your Lordship, that I am, with 
all due sense of your extream worthiness and humanity, 


My LORD, 
Your Lordship’s most Obedient 
and most Oblig’d Humble Servant, 
Will. Congreve. 
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PR OL Ot Ge CoE 
Spoken by Mr. Betterton 


Of those few fools, who with ill stars are curst, 
Sure scribling fools, call’d poets, fare the worst: 
For they’re a sort of fools which fortune makes, 
And after she has made ’em fools, forsakes. 

With nature’s oafs ’tis quite a diff’rent case, 

For fortune favours all her idiot-race: 

In her own nest the cuckow-eggs we find, 

O’er which she broods to hatch the changling-kind. 
No portion for her own she has to spare, 

So much she doats on her adopted care. 

Poets are bubbles, by the town drawn in, 

Suffer’d at first some trifling stakes to win: 

But what unequal hazards do they run! 

Each time they write they venture all they’ve won: 
The squire that’s butter’d still, is sure to be undone. 
This author, heretofore, has found your favour, 

But pleads no merit from his past behaviour; 

To build on that might prove a vain presumption, 
Shou’d grants to poets made, admit resumption: 
And in Parnassus he must lose his seat, 

If that be found a forfeited estate. 

He owns, with toil, he wrought the following scenes, 
But if they’re naught ne’er spare him for his pains: 
Damn him the more; have no commiseration 
For dulness on mature deliberation. 

He swears he’ll not resent one hiss’d-off scene 

Nor, like those peevish wits, his play maintain, 
Who, to assert their sense, your taste arraign. 

Some plot we think he has, and some new thought; 
Some humour too, no farce; but that’s a fault. 
Satire, he thinks, you Mea not to expect; 

For so reform’d a town, who dares correct? 

To please, this time, has been his sole pretence, 
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He’ll not instruct, lest it shou’d give offence. 
Shou’d he by chance a knave or fool expose, 

That hurts none here, sure here are none of those. 
In short, our play shall (with your leave to shew it) 
Give you one instance of a passive poet. 

Who to your judgments yields all resignation; 

So save or damn, after your own discretion. 


Dramatis Personz 


MEN 
FarInaLL, in love with Mrs. Marwoop, Mr. Betterton. 
MrraBELL, in love with Mrs. MILLAMANT, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Mr. B A 
Abbot followers of Mrs. M1iLLAMANT, GedeS: 
PETULANT, Mr. Bowman. 
half broth Wir- : 
Sm Witrutt Wirwoup, half brother to Wr Mr. Underhill. 
WOUD, and nephew to Lapy WIsHFORT, 
WAITWELL, servant to MrraBELL. Mr. Bright. 
WOMEN 
Lapy WisHForT, enemy to MiraBELt, for ne Mistake. 
falsly pretended love to her, 
Mrs. MILLaMANT, a fine lady, neice to Late US Biscesndie. 
WisuHrort, and loves MrraBELL, 
Mrs. Marwoop, friend to Mr. Farnatt, and | 
: Mrs. Barry. 
likes MrraBELL, i 


Mrs. FAINALL, daughter to Lapy WIsHFoRT, 


and wife to Fa1NaLt, formerly friend to Mrra- | Mrs. Bowman. 
BELL, 
ForsLe, woman to Lapy WIsHFORT, Mrs. Willis. 
MIncING, woman to Mrs. MILLAMANT. Mrs. Prince. 


Dancers, FooTmMen, and ATTENDANTS 
SCENE—London 


The time equal to that of the presentation 
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TALE 
Woy Of ee WO RE D 


AC T-1 


SCENE I, 4 chocolate-house 
MrraBELe and FaIna.t [Rising from cards.] BETTY waiting 


Mirra. You are a fortunate man, Mr. Fainall. 

Fain. Have we done? 

Mira. What you please. I'll play on to entertain you. 

Farin. No, Ill give you your revenge another time, when 
you are not so indifferent; you are thinking of something else 
now, and play too negligently; the coldness of a losing games- 
ter lessens the pleasure of the winner. I’d no more play with 
a man that slighted his ill fortune, than I’d make love to a 
woman who undervalu’d the loss of her reputation. 

Mira. You have a taste extreamly delicate, and are for 
refining on your pleasures. 

Fain. Prithee, why so reserv’d? Something has put 
you out of humour. 

Mira. Not at all: I happen to be grave to day; and you 
are gay; that’s all. 

Fain. Confess, Millamant and you quarrell’d last night, 
after I left you; my fair cousin has some humours that wou’d 
tempt the patience of a stoick. What, some coxcomb came 
in, and was well receiv’d by her, while you were by? 

Mira. Witwoud and Petulant; and what was worse, her 
aunt, your wife’s mother, my evil genius; or to sum up all 
in her own name, my old Lady Wishfort came in. 


Fan. O there it is then she has a lasting passion for 
you, and with reason. 


What, then my wife was there? 
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Mira. Yes, and Mrs. Marwood and three or four more, 
whom I never saw before; seeing me, they all put on their 
grave faces, whisper’d one another; then complain’d aloud 
of the vapours, and after fell into a profound silence. 

Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

Mira. For which good reason I resolv’d not to stir. At 
last the good old lady broke thro’ her painful taciturnity, 
with an invective against long visits. I would not have 
understood her, but Millamant joining in the argument, I 
rose and with a constrain’d smile told her, I thought nothing 
was so easie as to know when a visit began to be troublesome; 
she reden’d and I withdrew, without expecting her reply. 

Farn. You were to blame to resent what she spoke only 
in compliance with her aunt. 

Mira. She is more mistress of her self, than to be under 
the necessity of such a resignation. 

Fain. What? tho’ half her fortune depends upon her 
marrying with my lady’s approbation? 

Mira. I was then in such a humour, that I shou’d have 
been better pleas’d if she had been less discreet. 

Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they were weary 
of you; last night was one of their cabal-nights; they have 
em three times a week, and meet by turns, at one another’s 
apartments, where they come together like the coroner’s 
inquest, to sit upon the murder’d reputations of the week. 
You and I are excluded; and it was once propos’d that all 
the male sex shou’d be excepted; but some body mov’d that 
to avoid scandal there might be one man of the community; 
upon which Witwoud and Petulant were enroll’d members. 

Mira. And who may have been the foundress of this 
sect? My Lady Wishfort, I warrant, who publishes her 
detestation of mankind; and full of the vigour of fifty five, 
declares for a friend and ratafia; and let posterity shift for 
it self, she’ll breed no more. . 

Fain. The discovery of your sham addresses to her, to 
conceal your love to her neice, has provok’d this separation: 


had you dissembl’d better, things might have continu’d 
in the state of nature. 
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Mira. I did as much as man cou’d, with any reasonable 
conscience; I proceeded to the very last act of flattery with 
her, and was guilty of a song in her commendation. Nay, 
I got a friend to put her into a lampoon, and compliment her 
with the imputation of an affair with a young fellow, which 
I carry’d so far, that I told her the malicious town took notice 
that she was grown fat of a sudden; and when she lay in of a 
dropsie, persuaded her she was reported to be in labour. 
The devil’s in’t, if an old woman is to be flatter’d further, 
unless a man shou’d endeavour downright personally to 
debauch her; and that my vertue forbad me. But for the 
discovery of this amour, I am indebted to your friend, or 
your wife’s friend, Mrs. Marwood. 

Fain. What shou’d provoke her to be your enemy, 
unless she has made you advances, which you have slighted? 
Women do not easily forgive omissions of that nature. 

Mira. She was always civil to me, ’till of late; I confess 
I am not one of those coxcombs who are apt to interpret a 
woman’s good manners to her prejudice; and think that she 
who does not refuse ’em ev’ry thing, can refuse em noth- 
ing. 

Fain. You are a gallant man, Mirabell; and tho’ you 
may have cruelty enough, not to satisfie a lady’s longing; you 
have too much generosity, not to be tender of her honour. 
Yet you speak with an indifference which seems to be affected; 
and confesses you are conscious of a negligence. 

Mira. You pursue the argument with a distrust that 
seems to be unaffected, and confesses you are conscious of a 
concern for which the lady is more indebted to you, than 
is your wife. 

Farin. Fie, fie friend, if you grow censorious I must leave 
you;——I'll look upon the gamesters in the next room. 

Mira. Who are they? 

Fain. Petulant and Witwoud—bring me some chocolate. 

Mira. Betty, what says your clock? 

Bet. Turn’d of the last canonical hour, sir. 

Mira. How pertinently the jade answers me! Ha? almost 
one a clock! [Looking on his watch.] O, y’are come— 
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SCENE II 
MrirRABELL and FooTMAN 


Mira. Well; is the grand affair over? You have been 
something tedious. 

Serv. Sir, there’s such ccupling at Pancras, that they 
stand behind one another, as ’twere in a country dance. Ours 
was the last couple to lead up; and no hopes appearing of 
dispatch, besides, the parson growing hoarse, we were afraid 
his lungs wou’d have fail’d before it came to our turn; so we 
drove round to Duke’s-Place; and there they were rivetted 
in a trice. 

Mira. So, so, you are sure they are married. 

Serv. Married and bedded, sir: I am witness. 

Mira. Have you the certificate. 

Serv. Here it is, sir. 

Mira. Has the tailor brought Waitwell’s cloaths home, 
and the new liveries? 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Mira. That’s well. Do you go home again, d’ye hear, 
and adjourn the consummation ’till farther order; bid Wait- 
well shake his ears, and Dame Partlet rustle up her feathers, 
and meet me at one a clock by Rosamond’s pond; that I 
may see her before she returns to her lady: and as you 
tender your ears be secret. 


SCENE III 
MirRaABELL, FaINALL, Betry 


Fain. Joy of your success, Mirabell; you look pleas’d. 

Mira. Ay; I have been engag’d in the matter of some 
sort of mirth, which is not yet ripe for discovery. I am glad 
. this is not a cabal-night. I wonder, Fainall, that you who 
are married, and of consequence should be discreet, will 
suffer your wife to be of such a party. 

Fain. Faith, I am not jealous. Besides, most who are 


*% 
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engag’d are women and relations; and for the men, they are 
of a kind too contemptible to give scandal. 

Mira. Iamofanother opinion. The greater the coxcomb, 
always the more the scandal: for a woman who is not a fool, 
can have but one reason for associating with a man who 
is one. e 

Farin. Are you jealous as often as you see Witwoud 
entertain’d by Millamant? 

Mira. Of her understanding I am, if not of her person. 

Farin. You do her wrong; for to give her her due, she has 
wit. 

Mira. She has beauty enough to make any man think 
so; and complaisance enough not to contradict him who 
shall tell her so. 

Fain. For a passionate lover, methinks you are a man 
somewhat too discerning in the failings of your mistress. 

Mira. And for a discerning man, somewhat too passion- 
ate a lover; for I like her with all her faults; nay, like her for 
her faults. Her follies are so natural, or so artful, that they 
become her; and those affectations which in another woman 
wou’d be odious, serve but to make her more agreeable. I'll 
tell thee, Fainall, she once us’d me with that insolence, that 
in revenge I took her to pieces; sifted her, and separated her 
failings; I study’d ’em, and got ’em by rote. The catalogue 
was so large, that I was not without hopes, one day or other 
to hate her heartily: to which end I so us’d my self to think 
of ’em, that at length, contrary to my design and expectation, 
they gave me ev’ry hour less and less disturbance; ’till in a 
few days it became habitual to me, to remember ’em without 
being displeas’d. They are now grown as familiar to me as 
my own frailties; and in all probability in a little time longer 
I shall like ’em as well. 

Fain. Marry her, marry her; be half as well acquainted 
with her charms, as you are with her defects, and my life 
on’t, you are your own man again. 

Mira. Say you so? 

Fain. Ay, ay, I have experience: I have a wife, and so 


forth. 
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SCENE IV 
[To them] MrEssENGER 


Mess. Is one Squire Witwoud here? 

Ber. Yes; what’s your business? 

Mess. I have a letter for him, from his brother Sir 
Wilfull, which I am charg’d to deliver into his own hands. 

Bet. He’s in the next room, friend—that way. 


SCENE V 
MIRABELL, FAINALL, BETTY 


Mira. What, is the chief of that noble family in town, 
Sir Wilfull Witwoud? 

Fain. He is expected to day. Do you know him? 

Mira. I have seen him, he promises to be an extraor- 
dinary person; I think you have the honour to be related 
to him. 

Fain. Yes; he is half brother to this Witwoud by a former 
wife, who was sister to my Lady Wishfort, my wife’s mother. 
If you marry Millamant, you must call cousins too. 

Mira. I had rather be his relation than his acquaintance. 

Farin. He comes to town in order to equip himself for 
travel. 

Mira. For travel! Why the man that I mean is above 
forty. 

Fain. No matter for that; ’tis for the honour of England, 
that all Europe should know that we have blockheads of 
all ages. 

Mira. I wonder there is not an Act of Parliament to save 
the credit of the nation, and prohibit the exportation of fools. 

Fain. By no means, ’tis better as ’tis; tis better to trade 
with a little loss, than to be quite eaten up, with being over- 
stock’d. 

Mira. Pray, are the follies of this knight-errant, and 
those of the squire his brother, any thing related? 

Fain. Not at all; Witwoud grows by the knight, like a 
medlar grafted on a crab. One will melt in your mouth, and 
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t’other set your teeth on edge; one is all pulp, and the other 
all core. 

Mira. So one will be rotten before he be ripe, and the 
other will be rotten without ever being ripe at all. 

Fain. Sir Wilfull is an odd mixture of bashfulness and 
obstinacy. But when he’s drunk, he’s as loving as the 
monster in the Tempest; and much after the same manner. 
To give t’other his due; he has something of good nature, 
and does not always want wit. 

Mira. Not always; but as often as his memory fails him, 
and his common place of comparisons. He is a fool with a 
good memory, and some few scraps of other folks wit. He 
is one whose conversation can never be approv’d, yet it is now 
and then to be endur’d. He has indeed one good quality, 
he is not exceptious; for he so passsionately affects the 
reputation of understanding raillery, that he will construe 
an affront into a jest; and call downright rudeness and ill 
language, satire and fire. 

Farin. If you have a mind to finish his picture, you have 
an opportunity to do it at full length, Behold the original. 


SCENE VI 
[To them] Wrirwoup 


Wir. Afford me your compassion, my dears; pity me, 
Fainall, Mirabell, pity me. 

Mira. I do from my soul. 

Fain. Why, what’s the matter? 

Wir. No letters for me, Betty? 

Ber. Did not a messenger bring you one but now, sir? 

Wir. Ay, but no other? 

Ber. No, sir. 

Wir. That’s hard, that’s very hard;—a messenger, a mule, 
a beast of burden, he has brought me a letter from the fool 
my brother, as heavy as a panegyrick in a funeral sermon, or 
a copy of commendatory verses from one poet to another. 
And what’s worse, ’tis as sure a forerunner of the author, 


as an epistle dedicatory. 
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Mira. A fool, and your brother, Witwoud! 

Wir. Ay, ay, my half brother. My half brother he is, 
no nearer upon honour. 

Mira. Then ’tis possible he may be but half a fool. 

Wir. Good, good, Mirabell, Je Drole! Good, good, hang 
him, don’t let’s talk of him; Fainall, how does your lady? 
Gad. I say any thing in the world to get this fellow out of 
my head. I beg pardon that 1 shou’d ask a man of pleasure, 
and the town, a question at once so foreign and domestick. 
But I talk like an old maid at a marriage, I don’t know what 
I say: but she’s the best woman in the world. 

Farin. ’Tis well you don’t know what you say, or else 
your commendation wou’d go near to make me either vain 
or jealous. 

Wir. No man in town lives well with a wife but Fainall. 
Your judgment, Mirabell? 

Mira. You had better step and ask his wife; if you wou’d 
be credibly inform’d. 

Wir. Mirabell. 

Mira. Ay. 

Wir. My dear, I ask ten thousand pardons; 
I have forgot what I was going to say to you. 

Mira. I thank you heartily, heartily. 

Wir. No, but prithee excuse me, my memory is such 
a memory. 

Mira. Have a care of such apologies, Witwoud; for 
I never knew a fool but he affected to complain, either of 
the spleen or his memory. 

Farn. What have you done with Petulant? 

Wir. He’s reckoning his mony, my mony it was 
I have no luck to day. 

Fan. You may allow him to win of you at play; for 
you are sure to be too hard for him at repartee: sincé you 
monopolize the wit that is between you, the fortune must 
be his of course. 

Mira. I don’t find that Petulant confesses the superior- 
ity of wit to be your talent, Witwoud. 

Wir. Come, come, you are malicious now, and wou’d 


gad 
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breed debates Petulant’s my friend, and a very honest 
fellow, and a very pretty fellow, and has a smattering 
faith and troth a pretty deal of an odd sort of a small wit: 
nay, Pll do him justice. I’m his friend, I won’t wrong him. 
And if he had any judgment in the world, he wou’d 
not be altogether contemptible. Come, come, don’t detract 
from the merits of my friend. 

Fain. You don’t take your friend to be ovet-nicely bred. 

Wir. No, no, hang him, the rogue has no manners at all, 
that I must own—no more breeding than a bum-bailey, that 
I grant you, tis pity; the fellow has fire and life. 

Mira. What, courage? 

Wir. Hum, faith I don’t know as to that, I can’t 
say as to that. Yes, faith, in a controversie he’ll con- 
tradict any body. 

Mira. Tho’ ’twere a man whom he fear’d, or a woman 
whom he lov’d. 

Wir. Well, well, he does not always think before he 
speaks; we have all our failings; you are too hard upon 
him, you are faith. Let me excuse him, I can defend 
most of his faults, except one or two; one he has, that’s the 
truth on’t, if he were my brother, I cou’d not acquit him 
That indeed I cou’d wish were otherwise. 

Mira. Ay marry, what’s that, Witwoud? 

Wir. O pardon me——expose the infirmities of my 
friend. No, my dear, excuse me there. 

Fain. What I warrant he’s unsincere, or ’tis some such 
trifle. 

Wir. No, no, what if he be? ’Tis no matter for that, his 
wit will excuse that: a wit shou’d no more be sincere, than a 
woman constant; one argues a decay of parts, as t’other of 
beauty. 

Mira. May be you think him too positive? 

Wir. No, no, his being positive is an inventive to argu- 
ment, and keeps up conversation. 

Fain. Too illiterate. 

Wir. That! that’s his happiness His want of learning 
gives him the more opportunities to shew his natural parts. 
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Mira. He wants words. 

Wir. Ay; but I like him for that now; for his want of 
words gives me the pleasure very often to explain his meaning. 

Fain. He’s impudent. 

Wirt. No, that’s not it. 

Mira. Vain. 

Wir. No. 

Mira. What, he speaks unseasonable truths sometimes, 
because he has not wit enough to invent an evasion. 

Wir. Truths! Ha, ha, ha! No, no, since you will have 
it, I mean, he never speaks truth at all, that’s all. He 
will lie like a chambermaid, or a woman of quality’s porter. 
Now that is a fault. 


SCENE VII 
[To them] CoacHMAN 


Coacu. Is Master Petulant here, mistress? 

Ber. Yes. 

Coacu. Three gentlewomen in a coach would speak with 
him. - 

Farin. O brave Petulant, three! 

Ber. Tl tell him. 

Coacu. You must bring two dishes of chocolate and a 
glass of cinnamon-water. 


SCENE VIII 
-MrraBELL, Fanart, Wirwoup 


Wir. That should be for two fasting strumpets, and a 
bawd troubled with wind. Now you may know what the 
three are. 

Mira. You are free with your friend’s acquaintance. 

Wir. Ay, ay, friendship without freedom is as dull as 
love without enjoyment, or wine without toasting; but to 
tell you a secret, these are trulls whom he allows coach-hire, 
and something more by the week, to call on him once a day 
at publick places. 
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Mirra. How! 

Wir. You shall see he won’t go to ’em because there’s 
no more company here to take notice of him why this 
is nothing to what he us’d to do; before he found out 
this way, I have known him call for himself 

Fain. Call for himself? What dost thou mean? 

Wir. Mean, why he wou’d slip you out of this chocolate- 
house, just when you had been talking to him as soon 
as your back was turn’d whip he was gone; then trip 
to his lodging, clap on a hood and scarf, and a mask, slap into 
a hackney-coach, and drive hither to the door again in a 
trice; where he wou’d send in for himself, that I mean, call for 
himself, wait for himself, nay and what’s more, not finding 
himself, sometimes leave a letter for himself. 

Mira. I confess this is something extraordinary I 
believe he waits for himself now, he is so long a coming; O 
I ask his pardon. 


SCENE 4X 
PeTuLant, Mrrase.t, Farnatt, Witwoup, BETTY 


Bet. Sir, the coach stays. 

Per. Well, well; I come *sbud a man had as good bea 
profess’d midwife, as a profess’d whoremaster, at this rate; 
to be knock’d up and rais’d at all hours, and in all places. 
Pox on ’em, I won’t come D’ye hear, tell ’em I won’t 
come. Let ’em snivel and cry their hearts out. 

Farin. You are very cruel, Petulant. 

Per. AIll’s one, let it pass I have a humour to be cruel. 

Mira. I hope they are not persons of condition that you 
use at this rate. 

Pet. Condition, condition’s a dry’d fig, if I am not in 
humour by this hand, if they were your—a—a—your 
what-dee-call-’ems themselves, they must wait or rub off, 
if I want appetite. 

Mira. What-dee-call-’ems! What are they, Witwoud? 

Wir. Empresses, my dear—by your what-dee-call-’ems 
he means sultana queens. 

Per. Ay, Roxolana’s. 
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Mira. Cry you mercy. 

Farin. Witwoud says they are—— 

Petr. What does he say th’are? 

Wir. I; fine ladies I say. 

Per. Pass on, Witwoud Harkee, by this light his 
relations two co-heiresses his cousins, and an old aunt, 
who loves catterwauling better than a conventicle. 

Wir. Ha, ha, ha; I had a mind to see how the rogue wou’d 
come off- ha, ha, ha; gad I can’t be angry with him; if he 
had said they were my mother and my sisters. 

Mira. No! 

Wir. No; the rogue’s wit and readiness of invention 
charm me, dear Petulant. ; 

Bet. ‘They are gone, sir, in great anger. 

Pet. Enough, let ’em trundle. Anger helps complexion, 
saves paint. 

Farin. This continence is all dissembled; this is in order 
to have something to brag of the next time he makes court 
to Millamant, and swear he has abandoned the whole sex 
for her sake. 

Mrra. Have you not left off your impudent pretensions 
there yet? I shall cut your throat, sometime or other, 
Petulant, about that business. 

Pet. Ay, ay, let that pass—there are other throats to be 
cut. 

Mirra. Meaning mine, sir? 

Per. Not I I mean no body I know nothing. 
But there are uncles and nephews in the world 
they may be rivals What then? All’s one for that 

Mira. How! Harkee Petulant, come hither explain, 
or I shall call your interpreter. 

Per. Explain; I know nothing—why you have an uncle, 
have you not, lately come to town, and lodges by my Lady 
Wishfort’s? 

Mira. True. 

Pet. Why that’s enough you and he are not friends; 
and if he shou’d marry and have a child, you may be dis- 
inherited, ha? 


and 
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Mirra. Where hast thou stumbled upon all this truth? 

Per. All’s one for that; why then say I know something. 

Mira. Come, thou art an honest fellow Petulant, and 
shalt make love to my mistress, thou sha’t, faith. What hast 
thou heard of my uncle? 

Per. I, nothing I. If throats are to be cut, let swords 
clash; snug’s the ‘word, I shrug and am silent. 

Mira. O raillery, raillery. Come, I know thou art in the 
women’s secrets—what you’re a cabalist, I know you staid 
at Millamant’s last night, after I went. Was there any 
mention made of my uncle, or me? Tell me; if thou hadst but 
good nature equal to thy Wit Petulant, Tony Witwoud, who 
is now thy competitor in fame, would shew as dim by thee as 
a dead whiting’s eye by a pearl of Orient; he wou’d no more 
be seen by thee, than Mercury is by the sun: come, I’m 
sure thou wo’t tell me. 

Pet. If I do, will you grant me common sense then, for 
the future? 

Mira. Faith Ill do what I can for thee, and I’ll pray 
that Heav’n may grant it thee in the mean time. 

_ Per. Well, harkee. 

Fain. Petulant and you both will find Mirabell as warm 
a rival as a lover. 

Wir. Pshaw, pshaw, that she laughs at Petulant is plain. 
And for my part but that it is almost a fashion to admire 
her, I should harkee to tell you a secret, but let it 
go no further—between friends, I shall never break my heart 
for her. 

Fain. How! 

Wir. She’s handsome; but she’s a sort of an uncertain 
woman. 

Fain. I thought you had dy’d for her. 

Wir. Umh no 

Fain. She has wit. 

Wir. ’Tis what she will hardly allow any body else— 
now, demme, I shou’d hate that, if she were as handsome as 
Cleopatra. Mirabell is not so sure of her as he thinks for. 

Farn. Why do you think so? 
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Wir. We staid pretty late there last night; and heard 
something of an uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come to 
town and is between him and the best part of his estate; 
Mirabell and he are at some distance, as my Lady Wishfort 
has been told; and you know she hates Mirabell, worse than 
a quaker hates a parrot, or than a fishmonger hates a hard 
frost. Whether this uncle has seen Mrs. Millamant or not, 
I cannot say; but there were items of such a treaty being in 
embrio; and if it shou’d come to life, poor Mirabell wou’d 
be in some sort unfortunately fobb’d 7’faith. 

Fain. ’Tis impossible Millamant shou’d harken to it. 

Wir. Faith, my dear, I can’t tell; she’s a woman and a 
kind of a humorist. 

Mira. And this is the sum of what you cou’d collect 
last night. 

Pet. The quintessence. May be Witwoud knows more, 
he stay’d longer besides they never mind him; they 
say any thing before him. 

Mira. I thought you had been the greatest favourite. 

Pet. Ay tete a tete; but not in publick, because I make 
remarks. 

Mrra. You do? 

Per. Ay, ay, pox I’m malicious, man. Now he’s soft, 
you know, they are not in awe of him the fellow’s well 
bred, he’s what you call a what-d’ye’-call-’em. A fine 
gentleman, but he’s silly withal. 

Mira. I thank you, I know as much as my curiosity 
requires. Fainall, are you for the Mall? 

Fain. Ay, Ill take a turn before dinner. 

Wir. Ay, we'll all walk in the park, the ladies talk’d of 
being there. 

Mira. I thought you were oblig’d to watch for your 
brother Sir Wilfull’s arrival. 

Wir. No, no, he’s come to his aunt’s, my Lady Wishfort; 
pox on him, I shall be troubled with him too; what shall I 
I do with the fool? 

Pet. Beg him for his estate; that I may beg you after- 
wards; and so have but one trouble with you both. 
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_ Wrr. Orare Petulant; thou art as quick as fire in a frosty 
morning; thou shalt to the Mall with us; and we'll be very 
severe. 

Pet. Enough, I’m in a humour to be severe. 

Mira. Are you? Pray then walk by your selves, let 
not us be accessary to your putting the ladies out of coun- 
tenance, with your senseless ribaldry; which you roar out 
aloud as often as they pass by you; and when you have made 
a handsome woman blush, then you think you have been 
severe. 

Pet. What, what? Then let ’em either shew their 
innocence by not understanding what they hear, or else shew 
their discretion by not hearing what they wou’d not be 
thought to understand. 

Mira. But hast not thou then sense enough to know that 
thou ought’st to be most asham’d thy self, when thou hast 
put another out of countenance. 

Per. Not I, by this hand I always take blushing 
either for a sign of guilt, or ill breeding. 

Mira. I confess you ought to think so. You are in the 
right, that you may plead the error of your judgment in 
defence of your practice. 


Where modesty’s ill manners, ’tis but fit 
That impudence and malice pass for wit. 


[End of the First Act] 


Ae tit 


SCENE I, St. James’s Park 
Mrs. FatnaLt and Mrs. Marwoop 


Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, dear Marwood, if we will be happy, 
we must find the means in our selves, and among our selves. 
Men are ever in extreams; either doating or averse. While 
they are lovers, if they have fire and sense, their jealousies 
are insupportable: and when they cease to love, (we ought 
to think at least) they loath; they look upon us with horror 
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and distaste; they meet us like the ghosts of what we were, 
and as from such, fly from us. 

Mrs. Mar. True, ’tis an unhappy circumstance of life, 
that love shou’d ever die before us; and that the man so 
often shou’d out-live the-lover. But say what you will, ’tis 
better to be left, than never to have been lov’d. To pass 
‘our youth in dull indifference, to refuse the sweets of life 
because they once must leave us, is as preposterous, as to 
wish to have been born old, because we one day must be 
old. For my part, my youth may wear and waste, but it 
shall never rust in my possession. 

Mrs. Fain. Then it seems you dissemble an aversion to 
mankind, only in compliance to my mother’s humour. 

Mrs. Mar. Certainly. To be free; I have no taste of 
those insipid dry discourses, with which our sex of force must 
entertain themselves, apart from men. We may affect 
endearments to each other, profess eternal friendships, and 
seem to dote like lovers; but ’tis not in our natures long to 
persevere. Love will resume his empire in our breasts, and 
every heart, or soon or late, receive and readmit him as its 
lawful tyrant. 

Mrs. Fain. Bless me, how have I been deceiv’d! Why 
you profess a libertine. 

Mrs. Mar. You see my friendship by my freedom. 
Come, be as sincere, acknowledge that your sentiments agree 
with mine. 

Mrs Farin. Never. 

Mrs. Mar. You hate mankind? 

Mrs. Farin. Heartily, inveterately. 

Mrs. Mar. Your husband? 

Mrs. Farin. Most transcendently; ay, tho’ I say it, 
meritoriously. 

Mrs. Mar. Give me your hand upon it. 

Mrs. Farin. There. 

Mrs. Mar. I join with you; what I have said has been 
to try you. 


Mrs. Farn. Is it possible? Dost thou hate those vipers 
> 
men! 
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Mrs. Mar. I have done hating ’em, and am now come 
to despise ’em; the next thing I have to do, is eternally to 
forget ’em. 

Mrs. Farin. There spoke the spirit of an Amazon, a 
Penthesilea. 

Mrs. Mar. And yet I am thinking sometimes to carry 
my aversion further. 

Mrs. Fain. How? . 

Mrs. Mar. Faith by marrying; if I cou’d but find one 
that lov’d me very well, and would be throughly sensible 
of ill usage, I think I should do my self the violence of under- 
going the ceremony. 

Mrs. Fain. You wou’d not make him a cuckold? 

Mrs. Mar. No; but I’d make him believe I did, and 
that’s as bad. 

Mrs. Fatn. Why had not you as good do it? 

Mrs. Mar. O if he shou’d ever discover it, he wou’d 
then know the worst, and be out of his pain; but I wou’d 
have him ever to continue upon the rack of fear and jealousie. 

Mrs. Fain. Ingenious mischief! Wou’d thou wert 
married to Mirabell. 

Mrs. Mar. Wou’d I were. 

Mrs. Farn. You change colour. 

Mrs. Mar. Because I hate him. 

Mrs. Farin. So do I; but I can hear him nam’d. But 
what reason have you to hate him in particular? 

Mrs. Mar. I never lov’d him; he is, and always was 
insufferably proud. 

Mrs. Fain. By the reason you give for your aversion, 
one wou’d think it dissembled; for you have laid a fault to 
his charge, of which his enemies must acquit him. 

Mrs. Mar. O then it seems you are one of his favourable 
enemies. Methinks you look a little pale, and now you 
flush again. 

Mrs. Fain. Dol? I think I ama little sick o’ the sudden. 

Mrs. Mar. What ails you? 

Mrs. Farry. My husband. Don’t you see him? He 
turn’d short upon me unawares, and has almost overcome me, 
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SCENE II 
[To them] Fatnatt and MIRaBELL 


Mrs. Mar. Ha, ha, ha; he comes opportunely for you. 

Mrs. Farn. For you, for he has brought Mirabell with 
him. 

Fain. My dear. 

Mrs. Fain. My soul. 

- Farn. You don’t look well to day, child. 
- Mrs. Fatn. Dye think so? 

Mira. He is the only man that does, madam. 

Mrs. Fain. The only man that wou’d tell me so at least; 
and the only man from whom I cou’d hear it without mor- 
tification. 

Fain. O my dear I am satisfy’d of your tenderness; I 
know you cannot resent any thing from me; especially what 
is an effect of my concern. 

Mrs. Farin. Mr. Mirabell, my mother interrupted you 
in a pleasant relation last night: I wou’d fain hear it out. 

Mira. The persons concern’d in that affair, have yet a 
tolerable reputation. I am afraid Mr. Fainall will be 
censorious. 

Mrs. Farn. He has a humour more prevailing than his 
curiosity, and will willingly dispence with the hearing of one 
scandalous story, to avoid giving an occasion to make another 
by being seen to walk with his wife. This way Mr. Mirabell, 
and I dare promise you will oblige us both. 


SCENE III 
FainaL_, Mrs. Marwoop 


Farin. Excellent creature! Well, sure if I shou’d live 
to be rid of my wife, I shou’d be a miserable man. 

Mrs. Mar. Ay! : 

Fain. For having only that one hope, the accomplish- 
ment of it, of consequence must put an end to all my hopes; 
and what a wretch is he who must survive his hopes! Noth- 
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ing remains when that day comes, but to sit down and weep 
like Alexander, when he wanted other worlds to conquer. 

Mrs. Mar. Will you not follow ’em? 

Fain. Faith, I think not. 

Mrs. Mar. Pray let us; I have a reason. 

Fain. You are not jealous? 

Mrs. Mar. Of whom? 

Fain. Of Mirabell. , 

Mrs. Mar. If I am, is it inconsistent with my love to 
you that I am tender of your honour? 

Fain. You wou’d intimate then, as if there were a fellow- 
feeling between my wife and him. 

Mrs. Mar. I think she does not hate him to that degree 
she wou’d be thought. 

Fain. But he, I fear, is too insensible. 

Mrs. Mar. It may be you are deceiv’d. 

Fain. It may be so. I do not now begin to apprehend it. 

Mrs. Mar. What? 

Fain. That I have been deceiv’d, madam, and you are 
false. 

Mrs. Mar. That I am false! What mean you? 

Fain. To let you know I see through all your little arts 
come, you both love him; and both have equally dis- 
sembl’d your aversion. Your mutual jealousies of one 
another, have made you clash ’till you have both struck 
fre. I have seen the warm confession red’ning on your 
cheeks, and sparkling from your eyes. 

Mrs. Mar. You do me wrong. 

Fain. I do not twas for my ease to oversee and 
wilfully neglect the gross advances made him by my wife; 
that by permitting her to be engag’d, I might continue un- 
suspected in my pleasures; and take you oftner to my arms 
in full security. But cou’d you think, because the nodding 
husband wou’d not wake, that e’er the watchful lover slept? 

Mrs. Mar. And wherewithal can you reproach me? 

Fain. With infidelity, with loving another, with love of 
Mirabell. 

Mrs. Mar. ’Tis false. I challenge you to shew an 
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instance that can confirm your groundless accusation. I 
hate him. 

Fain. And wherefore do you hate him? He is insensible, 
and your resentment follows his neglect. An instance! 
The injuries you have done him are a proof: your interposing 
in his love. What cause had you to make discoveries of 
his pretended passion? To undeceive the credulous aunt, 
and be the officious obstacle of his match with Millamant? 

Mrs. Mar. My obligations to my lady urg’d me: I had 
profess’d a friendship to her; and cou’d not see her easie 
nature so abus’d by that dissembler. 

Farin. What, was it conscience then? Profess’d a friend- 
ship! O the pious friendships of the female sex! 

Mrs. Mar. More tender, more sincere, and more endur- 
ing, than all the vain and empty vows of men, whether pro- 
fessing love to us, or mutual faith to one another. 

Farin. Ha, ha, ha; you are my wife’s friend too. 

Mrs. Mar. Shame and ingratitude! Do you reproach 
me? You, you upbraid me! Have I been false to her, thro’ 
strict fidelity to you, and sacrific’d my friendship to keep 
my love inviolate? And have you the baseness to charge me 
with the guilt, unmindful of the merit! To you it shou’d 
be meritorious, that I have been vicious: and do you reflect 
that guilt upon me, which shou’d lie buried in your bosom? 

Farin. You misinterpret my reproof. I meant but to 
remind you of the slight account you once cou’d make of 
strictest ties, when set in competition with your love to me. 

Mrs. Mar. ’Tis false, you urg’d it with deliberate malice 
——’twas spoke in scorn, and I never will forgive it. 

Fain. Your guilt, not your resentment, begets your rage. 
If yet you lov’d, you cou’d forgive a jealousie: but you are 
stung to find you are discover’d. 

Mrs. Mar. It shall be all discover’d. You too shall be 
discover’'d; be sure you shall.-I can but be expos’d if 
I do it my self I shall prevent your baseness. 

Fain. Why, what will you do? 

Mrs. Mar. Disclose it to your wife; own what has past 
between us. 
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Farin. Frenzy! 

Mrs. Mar. By all my wrongs I’ll do’t Ill publish to 
the world the injuries you have done me, both in my fame 
and fortune: with both I trusted you, you bankrupt in 
honour, as indigent of wealth. 

Fain. Your fame I have preserv’d. Your fortune has 
been bestow’d as the prodigality of your love would have it, 
in pleasures which we both have shar’d. Yet, had not you 
been false, I had e’er this repaid it ’tis true——had you 
permitted Mirabell with Millamant to have stoll’n their 
marriage, my lady had been incens’d beyond all means of 
reconcilement: Millamant had forfeited the moiety of her 
fortune; which then wou’d have descended to my wife; 
and wherefore did I marry, but to make lawful prize of a 
rich widow’s wealth, and squander it on love and you? 

Mrs. Mar. Deceit and frivolous pretence. 

Fain. Death, am I not married? What’s pretence? 
Am I not imprison’d, fetter’d? Have I not a wife? Nay a 
wife that was a widow, a young widow, a handsome widow; 
and wou’d be again a widow, but that I have a heart of 
proof, and something of a constitution to bustle thro’ the 
ways of wedlock and this world. Will you yet be reconcil’d 
to truth and me? 

Mrs. Mar. Impossible. Truth and you are inconsistent 
— I hate you, and shall for ever. 

Fain. For loving you? 

Mrs. Mar. I loath the name of love after such usage; 
and next to the guilt with which you wou’d asperse me, | 
scorn you most. Farewel. 

Fan. Nay, we must not part thus. 

Mrs. Mar. Let me go. 

Fain. Come, I’m sorry. 

Mrs. Mar. I care not——let me go 
do——l’d leave ’em to get loose. 

Fan. I wou’d not hurt you for the world. Have I no 
other hold to keep you here? 

Mrs. Mar. Well, I have deserv’d it all. 

Fain. You know I love you. 


break my hands, 
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Mrs. Mar. Poor dissembling!——O that 
not yet 

Farn. What? What is it not? What is it not yet? It 
is not yet too late—— 

Mrs. Mar. No, it is not yet too late—I have that comfort. 

Farin. It is, to love another. 

Mrs. Mar. But not to loath, detest, abhor mankind, 
my self and the whole treacherous world. 

Fain. Nay, this is extravagance come, I ask your 
pardon no tears I was to blame, I cou’d not love you 
and be easie in my doubts pray forbear I believe 
you; I’m convine’d I’ve done you wrong; and any way, ev'ry 
way will make amends; I’ll hate my wife yet more, damn 
her, I’ll part with her, rob her of all she’s worth, and we'll 
retire somewhere, any where, to another world, I’ll marry 
thee—be pacify’d *sdeath they come, hide your face, 
your tears——You have a mask, wear it a moment. This 
way, this way, be persuaded. 


well it is 


SCENE LY 
MrraBeE.yi and Mrs. FaInaLi 


Mrs. Fain. They are here yet. 

Mira. They are turning into the other walk. 

Mrs. Fain. While I only hated my husband, I cou’d bear 
to see him; but since I have despis’d him, he’s too offensive. 

Mira. O you shou’d hate with prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Yes, for I have lov’d with indiscretion. 

Mira. You shou’d have just so much disgust for your 
husband, as may be sufficient to make you relish your lover. 

Mrs. Fatn. You have been the cause that I have lov’d 
without bounds, and wou’d you set limits to that aversion, 
of which you have been the occasion? Why did you make 
me marry this man? 

Mira. Why do we daily commit disagreeable and danger- 
ous actions? To save that idol reputation. If the familiar- 
ities of our loves had produc’d that consequence, of which 
you were apprehensive, where cou’d you have fix’d a father’s 
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name with credit, but on a husband? I knew Fainall to be a 
man lavish of his morals, an interested and professing friend, 
a false and a designing lover; yet one whose wit and outward 
fair behaviour, have gain’d a reputation with the town, enough 
to make that woman stand excus’d, who has suffer’d her 
self to be won by his addresses. A better man ought not 
to have been sacrific’d to the occasion; a worse had not 
answer’d to the purpose. When you are weary of him, 
you know your remedy. 

Mrs. Fain. I ought to stand in some degree of credit 
with you, Mirabell. 

Mira. In justice to you, I have made you privy to my 
whole design, and put it in your pow’r to ruin or advance 
my fortune. 

Mrs. Fain. Whom have you instructed to represent your 
pretended uncle? 

Mira. Waitwell, my servant. 

Mrs. Farin. He is an humble servant to Foible my 
mother’s woman, and may win her to your interest. 

Mira. Care is taken for that she is won and worn 
by this time. They were married this morning. 

Mrs. Fain. Who? 

Mira. Waitwell and Foible. I wou’d not tempt my 
servant to betray me by trusting him too far. If your mother, 
in hopes to ruin me, shou’d consent to marry my pretended 
uncle, he might, like Mosca in the Fox, stand upon terms; 
so I made him sure before-hand. 

Mrs. Fain. So, if my poor mother is caught in a contract, 
you will discover the imposture betimes; and release her 
by producing a certificate of her gallant’s former marriage. 

Mira. Yes, upon condition that she consent to my mar- 
riage with her neice, and surrender the moiety of her fortune 
in her possession. 

Mrs. Fain. She talk’d last night of endeavouring at a 
match between Millamant and your uncle. 

Mira. That was by Foible’s direction, and my instruction, 
that she might seem to carry it more privately. 

Mrs. Fain. Well, I have an opinion of your success; 


322 Congreve’s Comedies — [ACT II 


for I believe my lady will do any thing to get an husband; 
and when she has this, which you have provided for her, I 
suppose she will submit to any thing to get rid of him. 

Mira. Yes, I think the good lady wou’d marry any thing 
that resembl’d a man, though ’twere no more than what a 
butler could pinch out of a napkin. 

Mrs. Fain. Female frailty! We must all come to it, if 
we live to be old, and feel the craving of a false appetite 
when the true is decay’d. 

Mira. An old woman’s appetite is deprav’d like that of 
a girl *tis the green-sickness of a second childhood; and 
like the faint offer of a latter spring, serves but to usher in 
the fall; and withers in an affected bloom. 

Mrs. Farn. Here’s your mistress. 


SCENE V 
[To them] Mrs. Mititamant, Wirwoup, MincinG 


Mira. Here she comes ? faith full sail, with her fan spread 
and streamers out, and a shoal of fools for tenders ha, 
no, I cry her mercy. 

Mrs. Fain. I see but one poor empty sculler; and he 
tows her woman after him. 

Mira. You seem to be unattended, madam, you 
us’d to have the beau-mond throng after you; and a flock 
of gay fine perukes hovering round you. 

Wir. Like moths about a candle 
lost my comparison for want of breath. 

Mitta. OI have deny’d my self airs to day. I have 
walk’d as fast through the croud 

Wir. As a favourite just disgrac’ a and with as few 
followers. 

Mitta. Dear Mr. Witwoud, truce with your similitudes: 
for I am as sick of ’em 

Wir. As a physician of a good air 
madam, tho’ ’tis against my Self. 

Mitta. Yet again! Mincing, stand between me and 
his wit. 


I had like to have 


I cannot help it, 
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Wir. Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a skreen before a great fire. 
I confess I do blaze to day, I am too bright. 

Mrs. Fain. But dear Millamant, why were you so long? 

Mitta. Long! Lord, have I not made violent haste? 
I have ask’d every living thing I met for you; I have enquir’d 
after you, as after a new fashion. 

Wir. Madam, truce with your similitudes 
met her husband, and did not ask him for her. 

Mira. By your leave Witwoud, that were like enquiring 
after an old fashion, to ask a husband for his wife. 

Wir. Hun, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confess it. 

Mrs. Fain. You were dress’d before I came abroad. 

Mitta. Ay, that’s true——O but then I had Mincing, 
what had I? Why was I so long? 

Minc. O mem, your Laship staid to peruse a pacquet 
of letters. 

Mitta. Oay, letters I had letters I am persecuted 
with letters I hate letters no body knows how to 
write letters; and yet one has em, one does not know why 
they serve one to pin up one’s hair. 

Wir. Is that the way? Pray, madam, do you pin up 
your hair with all your letters; I find I must keep copies. 

Mitra. Only with those in verse, Mr. Witwoud. I never 
pin up my hair with prose. I think I try’d once, Mincing. 

Minc. Omen, I shall never forget it. 

Mitta. Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the morning. 

Mince. ’Till I had the cramp in my fingers, I’ll vow mem. 
And all tono purpose. But when your Laship pins it up with 
poetry, it sits so pleasant the next day as any thing, and is 
so pure and so crips. 

Wir. Indeed, so crips? 

Mrinc. Yow’re such a critick, Mr. Witwoud. 

Mua. Mirabell, did you take exceptions last night? 
O ay, and went away——now I think on’t I’m angry——no, 
now I think on’t I’m pleas’d for I believe I gave you 
some pain. 

Mira. Does that please you? ; 

Mitta. Infinitely; I love to give pain. 


No, you 
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Mira. You wou’d affect a cruelty which is not in your 
nature; your true vanity is in the power of pleasing. 

Mitta. O I ask your pardon for that—ones cruelty is 
ones power, and when one parts with ones cruelty, one parts 
with ones power; and when one has parted with that, I fancy 
one’s old and ugly. 

Mira. Ay, ay, suffer your cruelty to ruin the object of 
your power, to destroy your lover—and then how vain, how 
lost a thing you’ll be? Nay, ’tis true: you are no longer 
handsome when you’ ve lost your lover; your beauty dies upon 
the instant: for beauty is the lover’s gift; ’tis he bestows your 
charms your glass is all a cheat. The ugly and the old, 
whom the looking-glass mortifies, yet after commendation 
can be flatter’d by it, and discover beauties in it: for that 
reflects our praises, rather than your face. 

Mitra. O the vanity of these men! Fainall, d’ye hear 
him? If they did not commend us, we were not handsome! 
Now you must know they cou’d not commend one, if one 
was not handsome. Beauty the lover’s gift Lord, what is 
a lover, that it can give? Why one makes lovers as fast as 
one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, and they die 
as soon as one pleases: and then if one pleases one makes more. 

Wir. Very pretty. Why you make no more of making 
of lovers, madam, than of making so many card-matches. 

Mitta. One no more owes ones beauty to a lover, than 
ones wit to an eccho: they can but reflect what we look and 
say; vain empty things if we are silent or unseen, and want 
a being. 

Mira. Yet, to those two vain empty things, you owe 
the two greatest pleasures of your life. 

Mitia. How so? 

Mira. To your lover you owe the pleasure of hearing 
your selves prais’d; and to an eccho the pleasure of hearing 
your selves talk. 

Wir. But I know a lady that loves talking so incessantly, 
she won’t give an eccho fair play; she has that everlasting 
rotation of tongue, that an eccho must wait ’till she dies, 
before it can catch her last words. 
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Mitta. O fiction; Fainall, let us leave these men. 

Mira. Draw off Witwoud. [Aside to Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. Fain. Immediately; I have a word or two for Mr. 
Witwoud. 


SCENE VI 
Mitiamant, MrraBe.i, MInciInG 


Mira. I wou’d beg a little private audience too you 
had the tyranny to deny me last night; tho’ you knew I came 
to impart a secret to you that concern’d my love. 

Mitta. You saw I was engag’d. 

Mira. Unkind. You had the leisure to entertain a herd 
of fools; things who visit you from their excessive idleness; 
bestowing on your easiness that time, which is the incum- 
brance of their lives. How can you find delight in such 
society? It is impossible they shou’d admire you, they are 
not capable: or if they were, it shou’d be to you as a mortifi- 
cation; for sure to please a fool is some degree of folly. 

Miura. I please my self——besides, sometimes to con- 
verse with fools is for my health. 

Mira. Your health! Is there a worse disease than the 
conversation of fools? 

Mitta. Yes, the vapours; fools are physick for it, next 
to assa-foetida. 

Mira. You are not in a course of fools? 

Mitta. Mirabell, if you persist in this offensive freedom— 
you'll displease me I think I must resolve after all, not 
to have you we shan’t agree. 

Mira. Not in our physick it may be. 

Mitra. And yet our distemper in all likelihood will be 
the same; for we shall be sick of one another. I shan’t endure 
to be reprimanded, nor instructed; ’tis so dull to act always 
by advice, and so tedious to be told of ones faults I can’t 
bear it. Well, I won’t have you Mirabell I’m resolv’d— 
T think you may go—ha, ha, ha. What wou’d you give, 
that you cou’d help loving me? 

Mira. I wou’d give something that you did not know, 
I cou’d not help it. 
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Mitta. Come, don’t look grave then. Well, what do 
you say to me? 

Mira. I say that a man may as soon make a friend by 
his wit, or a fortune by his honesty, as win a woman with 
plain-dealing and sincerity. 

Mitra. Sententious Mirabell! Prithee don’t look with 
that violent and inflexible wise face, like Solomon at the 
dividing of the child in an old tapestry hanging. 

Mira. You are merry, madam, but I would persuade you 
for a moment to be serious. 

Mitta. What, with that face? No, if you keep your 
countenance, ’tis impossible I shou’d hold mine. Well, after 
all, there is something very moving in a lovesick face. Ha, 
ha, ha well I won’t laugh, don’t be peevish heigho! 
Now I'll be melancholy, as melancholy as a watch-light. 
Well Mirabell, if ever you will win me woo me now: nay, 
if you are so tedious, fare you well; I see they are walking 
away. 

Mira. Can you not find in the variety of your disposition 
one moment 

Miia. To hear yan tell me Foible’s marry’d, and your 
plot like to speed 

Mira. But how came oe to know it 

Mitra. Without the help of the devil, you can’t imagine; 
unless she should tell me her self. Which of the two it may 
have been, I will leave you to consider; and when you have 
done thinking of that, think of me. 


SCENE VII 


MIRABELL alone 


Mira. I have something more gone——Think of 
you! To think of a whirlwind, tho’ ’twere in a whirlwind, 
were a case of more steady contemplation; a very tranquility 
of mind and mansion. A fellow that lives in a windmill, has 
not a more whimsical dwelling than the heart of a man that 
is lodg’d in a woman. There is no point of the compass to 
which they cannot turn, and by which they are not turn’d; 
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and by one as well as another; for motion not method is 
their occupation. To know this, and yet continue to be in 
love, is to be made wise from the dictates of reason, and yet 
persevere to play the fool by the force of instinct——O here 
come my pair of turtles, What, billing so sweetly! Is 
not Valentine’s day over with you yet? 


SCENE VITT 
[To him] WaITWELL, FoIBLE 


Mira. Sirrah, Waitwell, why sure you think you were 
marry’d for your own recreation, and not for my conveniency. 

Wair. Your pardon, sir. With submission, we have 
indeed been solacing in lawful delights; but still with an eye 
to business, sir. I have instructed her as well as I could. If 
she can take your directions as readily as my peau Sid sir, 
your affairs are in a prosperous way. 

Mira. Give you joy, Mrs. Foible. 

Fors. O-las, sir, ’m so asham’d I’m afraid my lady 
has been in a thousand inquietudes for me. But I protest, 
sir, I made as much haste as I could. 

Warr. That she did indeed, sir. It was my fault that 
she did not make more. 

Mira. That I believe. 

Fors. But I told my lady as you instructed me, sir. That 
I had a prospect of seeing Sir Rowland your uncle; and that 
I wou’d put her Ladiship’s picture in my pocket to ae him; 
which I’ll be sure to say has made him so enamour’d of her 
beauty, that he burns with impatience to lye at her Ladiship’s 
feet, and worship the original. 

Mira. Excellent Foible! Matrimony has made you 
eloquent in love. 

Warr. I think she has profited, sir. I think so. 

Fors. You have seen Madam Millamant, sir? 

Mira. Yes. 

Fors. I told her, sir, because I did not know that you 
might find an opportunity; she had so much company last 
night. 
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Mira. ‘Your diligence will merit more—in the mean 
time— [Gives mony. 

Fors. O dear sir, your humble servant. 

Wait. Spouse. 

Mira. Stand off sir, not a penny go on and prosper, 
Foible the lease shall be made good and the farm stock’d, 
if we succeed. 

Fors. I don’t question your generosity, sir: and you 
need not doubt of success. If you have no more commands, 
sir, I’ll be gone; I’m sure my Lady is at her toilet, and can’t 
dress ’till I come-——O dear, I’m sure that [Looking out.] 
was Mrs. Marwood that went by in a mask; if she has seen — 
me with you I’m sure she'll tell my Lady. I'll make haste 
home and prevent her. Your servant sir. B’w’y Waitwell. 


SCENE IX 
MIrABELL, WAITWELL 


Warr. Sir Rowland if you please. The jade’s so pert 
upon her preferment she forgets her self. 

Mira. Come sir, will you endeavour to forget your self 
and transform into Sir Rowland. 

Wait. Why sir; it will be impossible I shou’d remember 
my self——marry’d, knighted and attended all in one day! 
*Tis enough to make any man forget himself. The difficulty 
will be how to recover my acquaintance and familiarity with 
my former self; and fall from my transformation to a re- 
formation into Waitwell. Nay, I shan’t be quite the same 
Waitwell neither for now I remember me, I’m marry’d, 
and can’t be my own man again. 


Ay there’s my grief; that’s the sad change of life; 
To lose my title, and yet keep my wife. 


[End of the Second Act] 
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A C¥aift 


SCENE I, 4 room in Lady Wishfort’s house 
Lavy WisurortT at her toilet, PEG waiting 


Lavy. Merciful, no news of Foible yet? 

Pec. No, madam. 

Lapy. I have no more patience—if I have not fretted 
my self ’till I am pale again, there’s no veracity in me. Fetch 
me the red the red, do you hear, sweet-heart? An errant 
ash colour, as I’m a person. Look you how this wench stirs! 
Why dost thou not fetch me a little red? Didst thou not 
hear me, Mopus? 

Pec. The red ratafia does your Ladiship mean, or the 
cherry-brandy? 

Lavy. Ratafia, fool. No, fool. Not the ratafia, fool 
grant me patience! I mean the Spanish paper, idiot, com- 
plexion darling. Paint, paint, paint, dost thou understand 
that, changeling, dangling thy hands like bobbins before 
thee? Why dost thou not stir, puppet? thou wooden 
thing upon wires. 

Pec. Lord, madam, your Ladiship is so impatient I 
cannot come at the paint, madam, Mrs. Foible has lock’d 
it up, and carry’d the key with her. 

Lavy. A pox take you both—fetch me the cherry-brandy 
then. 


SCENE II 
Lapy WISHFORT 


I’m as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. Qualmsick the 
curate’s wife, that’s always breeding—wench, come, come, 
wench, what art thou doing, sipping? Tasting? Save thee, 
dost thou not know the bottle? 
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SCENE III 
Lapy WisHForT, PEG with a botile and china cup 


Pec. Madam, I was looking for a cup. 

Lapy. Acup, save thee, and whatacup hast thou brought! 
Dost thou take me for a fairy, to drink out of an acorn? 
Why didst thou not bring thy thimble? Hast thou ne’er a 
brass-thimble clinking in thy pocket with a bit of nutmeg? 
I warrant thee. Come, fill, fill. So again. See who 
that is [One knocks.] Set down the bottle first. Here, 
here, under the table What, wou’dst thou go with the 
bottle in thy hand like a tapster. As I’m a person, this 
wench has liv’d in an inn upon the road, before she came to 
me, like Maritornes the Asturian in Don Quixote. No 
Foible yet? 

Pec. No madam, Mrs. Marwood. 

Lapy. O Marwood, let her come in. Come in good 
Marwood. 


SCENE IV 
[To them] Mrs. Marwoop 


Mrs. Mar. I’m surpriz’d to find your Ladiship in dis- 
habillé at this time of day. 

Lapy. Foible’s a lost thing; has been abroad since morn- 
ing, and never heard of since. 

Mrs. Mar. I saw her but now, as I came mask’d through 
the park, in conference with Mirabell. 

Lapy. With Mirabell! You call my blood into my face, 
with mentioning that traitor. She durst not have the con- 
fidence. I sent her to negotiate an affair, in which if I’m 
detected I’m undone. If that wheadling villain has wrought 
upon Foible to detect me, I’m ruin’d. Oh my dear friend, 
I’m a wretch of wretches if I’m detected. 

_ Mrs. Mar. O madam, you cannot suspect Mrs. Foible’s 
integrity. ; 

Lapy. O, he carries poison in his tongue that wou’d 
corrupt integrity it self. If she has given him an opportunity, 


SCENE V] The Way of the World _ 331 


she has as good as put her integrity into his hands. Ah dear 
Marwood, what’s integrity to an opportunity ? Hark! 
I hear her dear friend retire into my closet, that I may 
examine her with more freedom you'll pardon me, dear 
friend, I can make bold with you there are books over 
the chimney Quarles and Pryn, and the Short V tew of the 
Stage, with Bunyan’s Works to entertain you. Go, you 
thing, and send her in. [To Peg. 


SCENE V 
Lapy WIsHFoRT, FoIBLE 


Lavy. O Foible, where hast thou been? what hast thou 
been doing? 

Fors. Madam, I have seen the party. 

Lavy. But what hast thou done? 

Fors. Nay, ’tis your Ladiship has done, and are to do; 


I have only promis’d. But a man so enamour’d so 
transported! Well, if worshipping of pictures be a sin 
poor Sir Rowland, I say. 

Lapy. The miniature has been counted like but hast 


thou not betray’d me, Foible? Hast thou not detected me 
to that faithless Mirabell? What hadst thou to do with 
him in the park? Answer me, has he got nothing out of thee? 

Fors. So, the devil has been beforehand with me, what 
shall I say? Alas, madam, cou’d I help it, if I met that 
confident thing? Was I in fault? If you had heard how he 
us’d me, and all upon your Ladiship’s account, I’m sure you 
wou’d not suspect my fidelity. Nay, if that had been the 
worst I cou’d have born: but he had a fling at your Ladiship 
too; and then I cou’d not hold: but i’faith I gave him his own. 

Lapy. Me? What did the filthy fellow say? 

Fors. Omadam;’tis a shame to say what he said——with 
his taunts and his fleers, tossing up his nose. Humh (says 
he) what you are a hatching some plot (says he) you are so 
early abroad, or catering (says he) ferreting for some dis- 
banded officer, I warrant half pay is but thin subsistance 
(says he) well, what pension does your Lady propose? 
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Let me see (says he) what she must come down pretty deep 
now, she’s superannuated (says he) and 

Lapy. Ods my life, I’ll have him, I’ll have him murder’d. 
I’ll have him poison’d. Where does he eat? [ll marry a 
drawer to have him poison’d in his wine. I’ll send for Robin 
from Lockets—immediately. 

Fors. Poison him? Poisoning’s too good for him. Starve 
him, madam, starve him; marry Sir Rowland, and get him 
disinherited. O you wou’d bless your self, to hear what he 
said. 

Lapy. A villain, superannuated! 

Fors. Humh (says he) I hear you are laying designs 
against me too (says he) and Mrs. Millamant is to marry 
my uncle; (he does not suspect a word of your Ladiship;) but 
(says he) I'll fit you for that, I warrant you (says he) I’ll 
hamper you for that (says he) you and your old frippery too 
(says he) I’ll handle you— 

Lapy. Audacious villain! handle me, wou’d he durst 
frippery? old frippery! Was there ever such a foul-mouth’d 
fellow? Ill be marry’d to morrow, I’ll be contracted to night. 

Fors. The sooner the better, madam. 

Lavy. Will Sir Rowland be here, say’st thou? when, 
Foible? 

Fors. Incontinently, madam. No new sheriff’s wife 
expects the return of her husband after knighthood, with 
that impatience in which Sir Rowland burns for the dear 
hour of kissing your Ladiship’s hand after dinner. 

Lavy. Frippery! superannuated frippery! I'll frippery 
the villain; I’ll reduce him to frippery and rags: a tatter- 
demallion I hope to see him hung with tatters, like a 
Long-Lane penthouse, or a gibbet-thief. A slander-mouth’d 
railer: I warrant the spendthrift prodigal’s in debt as much 
as the million lottery, or the whole court upon a birth-day. 
Pll spoil his credit with his tailor. Yes, he shall have my 
neice with her fortune, he shall. 

Fors. He! I hope to see him lodge in Ludgate first, 
and angle into Black-Fryars for brass farthings, with an 
old mitten. 
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Lapy. Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear Foible. 
He has put me out of all patience. I shall never recompose 
my features, to receive Sir Rowland with any economy of 
face. This wretch has fretted me that I am absolutely 
decay’d. Look Foible. 

Fors. Your Ladiship has frown’d a little too rashly, indeed 
madam. There are some cracks discernable in the white 
vernish. 

Lapy. Let me see the glass—cracks, say’st thou? Why 
I am arrantly flea’d—I look like an old peel’d wall. Thou 
must repair me, Foible, before Sir Rowland comes; or I 
shall never keep up to my picture. 

Fors. I warrant you, madam; a little art once made your 
picture like you; and now a little of the same art must make 
you like your picture. Your picture must sit for you, madam. 

Lapy. But art thou sure Sir Rowland will not fail to 
come? Or will a not fail when he does come? Will he be 
importunate, Foible, and push? For if he shou’d not be 
importunate—I shall never break decorums——I shall die 
with confusion, if I am forc’d to advance oh no, I can 
never advance I shall swoon if he should expect advances. 
No, I hope Sir Rowland is better bred, than to put a lady to 
the necessity of breaking her forms. I won’t be too coy 
neither. I won’t give him despair but a little disdain 
is not amiss; a little scorn is alluring. 

Fors. A little scorn becomes your Ladiship. 

Lapy. Yes, but tenderness becomes me best a sort 
of dyingness you see that picture has a sort of a ha 
Foible? A swimmingness in the eyes yes, I'll look so— 
my neice affects it; but she wants features. Is Sir Rowland 
handsome? Let my toilet be remov’d I'll dress above. 
[ll receive Sir Rowland here. Is he handsome? Don’t 
answer me. I won’t know: I’ll be surpriz’d. Tl be taken 
by surprize. 

Fors. By storm, madam. Sir Rowland’s a brisk man. 

Lavy. Ishe! O then he’ll importune, if he’s a brisk man. 
I shall save decorums if Sir Rowland importunes. I have a 
mortal terror at the apprehension of offending against 
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decorums. O I’m glad he’s a brisk man. Let my things be 
remov d, good Foible. 


SCENE VI 
Mrs. FAINALL, FoIBLE 


Mrs. Farin. O Foible, I have been in a fright, lest I shou’d 
come too late. That devil, Marwood, saw you in the park 
with Mirabell, and I’m afraid will discover it to my Lady. 

Fors. Discover what, madam? 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that strange face. I 
am privy to the whole design, and know Waitwell, to whom 
thou wert this morning marry’d, is to personate Mirabell’s 
uncle, and as such, winning my Lady, to involve her in those 
difficulties from which Mirabell only must release her, by his 
making his conditions to have my cousin and her fortune 
left to her own disposal. 

Fors. O dear madam, I beg your pardon. It was not 
my confidence in your Ladiship that was deficient; but I 
thought the former good correspondence between your 
Ladiship and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder’d his com- 
municating this secret. 

Mrs. Farn. Dear Foible, forget that. 

Fors. O dear madam, Mr. Mirabell is such a sweet 
winning gentleman but your Ladiship is the pattern of 
generosity. Sweet lady, to be so good! Mr. Mirabell 
cannot chuse but to be grateful. I find your Ladiship has 
his heart still. Now, madam, I can safely tell your Ladiship 
our success, Mrs. Marwood had told my Lady; but I warrant 
I manag’d my self. I turn’d it all for the better. I told my 
Lady that Mr. Mirabell rail’d at her. I laid horrid things to 
his charge, I’ll vow; and my Lady is so incens’d, that she’ll 
be contracted to Sir Rowland to night, she says; I warrant 
I work’d her up, that he may have her for asking for, as they 
say of a Welsh maidenhead. . 

Mrs. Fain. O rare Foible! 

Fors. Madam, I beg your Ladiship to acquaint Mr. 
Mirabell of his success. I would be seen as little as possible 
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to speak to him besides, I believe Madam Marwood 
watches me. She has a month’s mind; but I know Mr. 
Mirabell can’t abide her. [Calls.] John—remove my 
Lady’s toilet. Madam, your servant. My Lady is so im- 
patient, I fear she’ll come for me, if I stay. 

Mrs. Fain. I'll go with you up the back stairs, lest I 
shou’d meet her. * 


SCENE VII 
Mrs. Marwoop alone 


Mrs. Mar. Indeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with you? 
Are you become a go-between of this importance? Yes, I 
shall watch you. Why this wench is the pass-par-toute, a 
very master-key to every body’s strong box. My friend Fain- 
all, have you carry’d it so swimmingly? I thought there was 
something in it; but it seems it’s over with you. Your 
loathing is not from a want of appetite then, but from a 
surfeit. Else you could never be so cool to fall from a princi- 
pal to be an assistant; to procure for him! A pattern of 
generosity, that I confess. Well, Mr. Fainall, you have met 
with your match. O man, man! Woman, woman! The 
devil’s an ass: if I were a painter, I would draw him like 
an idiot, a driveler with a bib and bells. Man shou’d have 
his head and horns, and woman the rest of him. Poor simple 
fiend! Madam Marwood has a month’s mind, but he can’t 
abide her ’twere better for him you had not been his 
confessor in that affair; without you could have kept his 
counsel closer. I shall not prove another pattern of generosity 
he has not oblig’d me to that with those excesses of 
himself; and now I’ll have none of him. Here comes the 
good lady, panting ripe; with a heart full of hope, and a head 
full of care, like any chymist upon the day of projection. 


SCENE VIII 
[To her] Lavy WrisHFoRT 


Lapy. O dear Marwood, what shall I say for this rude 
forgetfulness but my dear friend is all goodness. 
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Mrs. Mar. No apologies, dear madam. I have been 
very well entertain’d. 

Lapy. As I’m a person I am in a very chaos to think I 
shou’d so forget my self——But I have such an olio of affairs 
really I know not what to do [Calls] Foible——I 
expect my nephew Sir Wilfull ev'ry moment too:—why 
Foible——he means to travel for improvement. 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Sir Wilfull shou’d rather chin of 
marrying than travelling at his years. I hear he is turn’d 
of forty. 

Lapy. O he’s in less danger of being spoil’d by his travels 
I am against my nephew’s marrying too young. It will 
be time enough when he comes back, and has acquir’d 
discretion to chuse for himself. 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he wou’d 
make a very fit match. He may travel afterwards. ’Tis 
a thing very usual with young gentlemen. 

Lavy. I promise you I have thought on’t and since 
*tis your judgment, I’ll think on’t again. I assure you I 
will; I value your judgment extreamly. On my word I'll 
propose it. 


SCENE 1X 
[To them] ForBLe 


Lavy. Come, come Foible—I had forgot my nephew will 
be here before dinner I must make haste. 

Fors. Mr. Witwoud and Mr. Petulant are come to dine 
with your Ladiship. 

Lapy. O dear, I can’t appear ’till I am dress’d. Dear 
Marwood shall I be free with you again, and beg you to 
entertain ’em. I’ll make all imaginable haste. Dear friend 
excuse me. 


SCENE X 
Mrs. Marwoop, Mrs. Mitiamant, MincinG 


Mitra. Sure never any thing was so unbred as that 
odious man.—Marwood, your servant. 


SCENE x] The Way of the World 337 


Mrs. Mar. You have a colour, what’s the matter? 

Mit1a. That horrid fellow Petulant has provok’d me 
into a flame——I have broke my fan Mincing, lend me 
yours; is not all the powder out of my hair? 

Mrs. Mar. No. What has he done? 

Mitra. Nay,’ he has done nothing; he has only talk’d 
nay, he has said nothing neither; but he has contradicted 
ev ry thing that has been said. For my part, I thought 
Witwoud and he wou’d have quarrell’d. 

Mince. I vow mem, I thought once they wou’d have fitt. 

Mitra. Well, ’tis a lamentable thing I swear, that one 
has not the liberty of chusing one’s acquaintance as one does 
ones cloaths. 

Mrs. Mar. If we had that liberty, we shou’d be as weary 
of one set of acquaintance, tho’ never so good, as we are of 
one suit, tho’ never so fine. A fool and a doily stuff wou’d 
now and then find days of grace, and be worn for variety. 

Mitza. I could consent to wear ’em, if they would wear 
alike; but fools never wear out They are such drap-de- 
berry things! Without one cou’d give ’em to ones chamber- 
maid after a day or two. 

Mrs. Mar. *Twere better so indeed. Or what think you 
of the play-house? A fine gay glossy fool shou’d be given 
there, like a new masking habit, after the masquerade is 
over, and we have done with the disguise. For a fool’s visit is 
always a disguise; and never admitted by a woman of wit, 
but to blind her affair with a lover of sense. If you wou’d but 
appear bare-fac’d now, and own Mirabell; you might as 
easily put off Petulant and Witwoud, as your hood and 
scarf. And indeed ’tis time, for the town has found it: 
the secret is grown too big for the pretence: ’tis like Mrs. 
Primly’s great belly; she may lace it down before, but it 
burnishes on her hips. Indeed, Millamant, you can no more 
conceal it, than my Lady Strammel can her face, that goodly 
face, which in defiance of her Rhenish-wine tea, will not be 
comprehended in a mask. 

Mirza. I'll take my death, Marwood, you are more 
censorious than a decay’d beauty, or a discarded toast; 
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Mincing, tell the men they may come up. My aunt is not 
dressing here; their folly is less provoking than your malice. 


SCENE. AL 
MItLaMant, Marwoop 
Mitta. The town has found it. What has it found? That 


Mirabell loves me is no more a secret, than it is a secret that 
you discover’d it to my aunt, or than the reason why you 
discover’d it is a secret. 

Mrs. Mar. You are nettl’d. 

Mitta. You’re mistaken. Ridiculous! 

Mrs. Mar. Indeed, my dear, you’ll tear another fan, 
if you don’t mitigate those violent airs. 

Mitra. Osilly! Ha,ha,ha. I cou’d laugh immoderately. 
Poor Mirabell! His constancy to me has quite destroy’d 
his complaisance for all the world beside. I swear, I never 
enjoin’d it him, to be so coy if I had the vanity to think 
he wou’d obey me; I wou’d command him to shew more 
gallantry *tis hardly well bred to be so particular on one 
hand, and so insensible on the other. But I despair to 
prevail, and so let him follow his own way. Ha, ha, ha. 
Pardon me, dear creature, I must laugh, ha, ha, ha; tho’ I 
grant you ’tis a little barbarous, ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Mar. What pity ’tis, so much fine railery, and 
deliver’d with so significant gesture, shou’d be so unhappily 
directed to miscarry. 

Mirra. He? Dear creature I ask your pardon——I 
swear I did not mind you. 

Mrs. Mar. Mr. Mirabell and you both may think it a 
thing impossible, when I shall tell him by telling you— 

Mitta. O dear, what? for it is the same thing, if I hear 
ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Mar. That I detest him, hate him, madam. 

Mitra. O madam, why so do I and yet the creature 
loves me, ha, ha, ha. How can one forbear laughing to think 
of it—I am a sybil if I am not amaz’d to think what he can 
see in me. [ll take my death, I think you are handsomer— 


it 
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and within a year or two as young. If you cou’d but stay 
for me, I shou’d overtake you but that cannot be——well, 
that thought makes me melancholick now I’ll be sad. 
Mrs. Mar. Your merry note may be chang’d sooner 
than you think. 
Mitta. D’ye. say so? Then I’m resolv’d I’ll have a 
song to keep up my spirits. 


SCENE XII 
[To them] Minc1InG 


Mince. The gentlemen stay but to comb, madam; and 
will wait on you. 

Mitra. Desire Mrs. that is in the next room to sing 
the song I wou’d have learnt yesterday. You shall hear it, 
madam not that there’s any great matter in it but 
*tis agreeable to my humour. 


SONG 
Set by Mr. Joun Eccies 


I 


Love’s but the frailty of the mind, 
When ’tis not with ambition join’d; 
A sickly flame, which if not fed expires; 
And feeding, wastes in self-consuming fires. 


II 


’Tis not to wound a wanton boy 

Or am’rous youth, that gives the joy; 
But ’tis the glory to have pierc’d a swain, 
For whom inferior beauties sigh’d in vain. 


III 


Then I alone the conquest prize, 
When I insult a rival’s eyes: 
If there’s delight in love, ’tis when I see 
That heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 
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SCENE XIII 
[To them] PeTuLANT, Wirwoup 


Mitta. Is your animosity compos’d, gentlemen? 

Wir. Raillery, raillery, madam, we have no animosity 
we hit off a little wit now and then, but no animosity 
The falling out of wits is like the falling out of lovers 
agree in the main, like treble and base. Ha, Petulant! 

Per. Ay in the main—but when I have a humour to 
contradict 

Wir. Ay, when he has a humour to contradict, then I 
contradict too. What, I know my cue. Then we contradict 
one another like two battledores; for contradictions beget 
one another like Jews. 

Pet. If he says black’s black—if I have a humour to say 
’tis blue let that pass all’s one for that. If I have a 
humour to prove it, it must be granted. 

Wir. Not positively must—but it may—it may. 

Pet. Yes, it positively must, upon proof positive. 

Wit. Ay, upon proof positive it must; but upon proof pre- 
sumptive it only may. That’s a logical distinction now, 
madam. 

Mrs. Mar. I perceive your debates are of importance, 
and very learnedly handled. 

Pet. Importance is one thing, and learning’s another; 
but a debate’s a debate, that I assert. 

Wir. Petulant’s an enemy to learning; he relies altogether 
on his parts. 

Pet. No, I’m no enemy to learning; it hurts not me. 

Mrs. Mar. That’s a.sign indeed its no enemy to you. 

Pret. No, no, it’s no enemy to any body, but them that 
have it. 

Mitra. Well, an illiterate man’s my aversion, I wonder at 
the impudence of any illiterate man, to offer to make love. 

Wir. That I confess I wonder at too. 

Mirra. Ah! to marry an ignorant! that can hardly 
read or write. 


We 
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Per. Why should a man be any further from being 
marry’d tho’ he can’t read, than he is from being hang’d. 
The ordinary’s paid for setting the psalm, and the parish- 
priest for reading the ceremony. And for the rest which is 
to follow in both cases, a man may do it without book so 
all’s one for that.’ 

Mitta. D’ye hear the creature? Lord, here’s company, 
Pll be gone. ; 


S CEN EX LY. 


Sir WiLFuLL Witrwoup in a riding dress, Mrs. Marwoop, 
PETULANT, Witwoup, FooTMAN 


Wir. Inthe name of Bartlemew and his fair, what have 
we here? 5 

Mrs. Mar. ’Tis your brother, I fancy. Don’t you know 
him? 

Wir. Not I—yes, I think it is he—I’ve almost forgot 
him; I have not seen him since the Revolution. 

Foor. Sir, my Lady’s dressing. Here’s company; if 
you please to walk in, in the mean time. 

Sir Wit. Dressing! What, it’s but morning here I 
warrant with you in London; we shou’d count it towards 
afternoon in our parts, down in Shropshire—why then belike 
my aunt han’t din’d yet Ha, friend? 

Foor. Your aunt, sir? 

Sir Wit. My aunt, sir, yes my aunt, sir, and your lady, 
sir; your lady is my aunt, sir why, what do’st thou not 
know me, friend? Why then send some body hither that 
does. How long hast thou liv’d with thy lady, fellow, ha? 

Foot. A week, sir; longer than any body in the house, 
except my Lady’s woman. 

Sir Wit. Why then belike thou dost not know thy lady, 
if thou see’st her, ha friend? 

Foot. Why truly sir, I cannot safely swear to her face in 
a morning, before she is dress’d. *Tis like I may give a 
shrewd guess at her by this time. 

Sir Wit. Well, prithee try what thou canst do; if thou 
canst not guess, enquire her out, do’st hear, fellow? And 
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tell her, her nephew, Sir Wilfull Witwoud, is in the 
house. 

Foot. I shall, sir. 

Srr Wit. Hold ye, hear me, friend; a word with you in 
your ear, prithee who are these gallants? 

Foot. Really, sit, I can’t tell; here come so many here, 
’tis hard to know ’em all. 


SCENERY 


Sr WILFULL Witwoup, PETULANT, WiTwouD, 
Mrs. Marwoop 


Sir Wit. Oons this fellow knows less than a starling; I 
don’t think a’knows his own name. 

Mrs. Mar. Mr. Witwoud, your brother is not behind 
hand in forgetfulness I fancy he has forgot you too. 

Wir. I hope so the devil take him that remembers 
first, I say. 

Sir Wit. Save you gentleman and lady. 

Mrs. Mar. For shame, Mr. Witwoud; why don’t you 
speak to him? And you, sir. 

Wir. Petulant speak. 

Pet. And you, sir. 

Sir Wit. No offence, I hope. [Salutes Marwood. 

Mrs. Mar. No sure, sir. 

Wir. This is a vile dog, I see that already. No offence! 
Ha, ha, ha, to him; to him, Petulant, smoke him. 

Per. It seems as if you had comea journey, sir; hem, hem. 

[Surveying him round. 

Sir Wit. Very likely, sir, that it may seem so. 

Pet. No offence, I hope, sir. 

Wir. Smoke the boots, the boots; Petulant, the boots; 
ha, ha, ha. 

Str Wit. May be not, sir; thereafter as ’tis meant, sir. 

Pet. Sir, I presume upon the information of your boots. 

Sir Wit. Why, ’tis like you may, sir: if you are not 
satisfy’d with the information of my boots, sir, if you will 
step to the stable, you may enquire further of my horse, sir. 

Per. Your horse, sir! Your horse is an ass, sir! 
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Sir Wit. Do you speak by way of offence, sir? 

Mrs. Mar. The gentleman’s merry, that’s all, sir 
s’life, we shall have a quarrel betwixt an horse and an ass; 
before they find one another out. You must not take any 
thing amiss from your friends, sir. You are among your 
friends, here, tho’ it may be you don’t know it—If I am not 
mistaken, you are Sir Wilfull Witwoud. 

Sir Wit. Right lady; I am Sir Wilfull Witwoud, so I 
write my self; no offence to any body, I hope; and nephew 
to the Lady Wishfort of this mansion. 

Mrs. Mar. Don’t you know this gentleman, sir? 

Sir Wit. Hum! What, sure ’tis not—yea by’r Lady, 
but ’tis—’sheart I know not whether ’tis or no——yea but 
*tis, by the Wrekin. Brother Antony! What Tony, i’faith! 
What do’st thou not know me? By’r Lady nor I thee, thou 
art so becravated, and so beperriwig’d—’sheart why do’st 
not speak? Art thou o’erjoy’d? 

Wir. Odso brother, is it you? Your servant, brother. 

Sir Wit. Your servant! Why yours, sir. Your servant 
again *sheart, and your friend and servant to that 
and a (puff) and a flap dragon for your service, sir: and a 
hare’s foot, and a hare’s scut for your service, sir; an you 
be so cold and so courtly! 

Wir. No offence, I hope, brother. 

Srr Wit. ’Sheart, sir, but there is, and much offence. 
A pox, is this your inns o’court breeding, not to know your 
friends and your relations, your elders, and your betters? 

Wir. Why, brother Wilfull of Salop, you may be as short 
as a Shrewsbury cake, if you please. But I tell you ’tis not 
modish to know relations in town. You think you’re in the 
country, where great lubberly brothers slabber and kiss one 
another when they meet, like a call of serjeants tis 
not the fashion here; ’tis not indeed, dear brother. 

Sir Wit. The fashion’s a fool; and you’re a fop, dear 
brother. ’Sheart, I’ve suspected this by’r Lady I con- 
jectur’d you were a fop, since you began to change the stile 
of your letters, and write in a scrap of paper gilt round the 
edges, no bigger than a subpcena. I might expect this when 
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you left off honour’d brother; and hoping you are in good 
health, and so forth to begin with a rat me, knight, I’m 
so sick of a last night’s debauch——o ds heart, and then tell 
a familiar tale of a cock and a bull, and a whore and a bottle, 
and so conclude you cou’d write news before you were out 
of your time, when you liv’d with honest Pumple-Nose the 
attorney of Furnival’s Inn You cou’d intreat to be 
remember’d then to your friends round the Wrekin. We 
could have gazettes then, and Dawks’s letter, and the Weekly 
Bill, ’till of late days. 

Pet. ’Slife, Witwoud, were you ever an attorney’s clerk? 
Of the family of the Furnivals. Ha, ha, ha! 

Wir. Ay, ay, but that was but fora while. Not long, not 
long; pshaw, I was not in my own power then. An orphan, 
and this fellow was my guardian; ay, ay, I was glad to consent 
to that man to come to London. He had the disposal of me 
then. If I had not agreed to that, I might have been bound 
prentice to a felt-maker in Shrewsbury; this fellow would 
have bound me to a maker of felts. 

Str Wit. ’Sheart, and better than to be bound to a maker 
of fops; where, I suppose, you have serv’d your time; and 
now you may set up for your self. 

Mrs. Mar. You intend to travel, sir, as I’m inform’d. 

Str Wit. Belike I may, madam. I may chance to sail 
upon the salt seas, if my mind hold. 

Pet. And the wind serve. 

Sir Wit. Serve or not serve, I shan’t ask license of you, 
sir; nor the weather-cock your companion. I direct my 
discourse to the lady, sir; ’tis like my aunt may have told 
you, madam yes, I have settl’d my concerns, I may say 
now, and am minded to see foreign parts. If an how that the 
peace holds, whereby that is taxes abate. 

Mrs. Mar. I thought you had designed for France at 
all adventures. 

Sir Wiz. I can’t tell that; ’tis like I may, and ’tis like 
I may not. I am somewhat dainty in making a resolution, 
because when I make it I keep it. I don’t stand shill I, 
shall I, then; if I say’t, I'll do’t: but I have thoughts to tarry 
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a small matter in town, to learn somewhat of your lingo first, 
before I cross the seas. I’d gladly have a spice of your French 
as they say, whereby to hold discourse in foreign countries. 

Mrs. Mar. Here’s an academy in town for that use. 

Sir Wit. There is? Tis like there may. 

Mrs. Mar. No doubt you will return very much im- 
prov’d. f 

Wir. Yes, refin’d like a Dutch skipper from a whale- 
fishing. : 

SCENE XVI 
[To them] Lapy WisHrort and FAINnALL 


Lapy. Nephew, you are welcome. 

Sir Wit. Aunt, your servant. 

Fain. Sir Wilfull, your most faithful servant. 

Sir Wit. Cousin Fainall, give me your hand. 

Lapy. Cousin Witwoud, your servant; Mr. Petulant, 
your servant nephew, you are welcome again. Will 
you drink any thing after your journey, nephew, before you 
eat? Dinner’s almost ready. 

Srk Wit. I’m very well I thank you, aunt however, 
I thank you for your courteous offer. *Sheart I was afraid 
you wou’d have been in the fashion too, and have remember’d 
to have forgot your relations. Here’s your cousin Tony, 
belike, I mayn’t call him brother for fear of offence. 

Lapy. O he’s a rallier, nephew my cousin’s a wit: 
and your great wits always rally their best friends to chuse. 
When you have been abroad, nephew, you'll understand 
raillery better. [Fain. and Mrs. Marwood talk apart. 

Srr Wit. Why then let him hold his tongue in the mean 
time; and rail when that day comes. 


SCENE XVII 
[To them] MincInG 


Mince. Mem, I come to acquaint your Laship that dinner 
is impatient. Bet ; 
Sir Wit. Impatient? Why then belike it won’t stay 
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till I pull off my boots. Sweet-heart, can you help me to a 

pair of slippers? My man’s with his horses, I warrant. 
Lavy. Fie, fie, nephew, you wou’d not pull off your boots 

here——go down into the hall dinner shall stay for you 

my nephew’s a little unbred, you’ll pardon him, madam, 

gentlemen will you walk? Marwood? 

Mrs. Mar. I'll follow you, madam, Before Sir 


Wilfull is ready. 


SCENE XVIII 
Marwoop, FAINALL 


Farin. Why then Foible’s a bawd, an errant, rank, match- 
making bawd. And I it seems am a husband, a rank-hus- 
band; and my wife a very errant, rank-wife,—all in the Way 
of the World. ’Sdeath to be a cuckold by anticipation, a 
cuckold in embrio? Sure I was born with budding antlers 
like a young Satyr, or a citizen’s child. “Sdeath to be out- 
witted, to be out-yjilted out-matrimony’d, if I had 
kept my speed like a stag, ’twere somewhat, but to 
crawl.after, with my horns like a snail, and be out-stripp’d 
by my wife—’tis scurvy wedlock. . 

Mrs. Mar. Then shake it off, you have often wish’d for 
an opportunity to part; and now you have it. But 
first prevent their plot, the half of Millamant’s fortune 
is too considerable to be parted with, to a foe, to Mira- 
bell. 

Fain. Dam him, that had been mine——had you not 
made that fond discovery that had been forfeited, had 
they been married. My wife had added lustre to my horns, 
by that encrease of fortune, I cou’d have worn ’em tipt with 
gold, tho’ my forehead had been furnish’d like a deputy- 
lieutenant’s-hall. 

Mrs. Mar. They may prove a cap of maintenance to 
you still, if you can away with your wife. And she’s no 
worse than when you had her—I dare swear she had given 
up her game, before she was marry’d. 

Fain. Hum! That may be 
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Mrs. Mar. You married her to keep you; and if you can 
contrive to have her keep you better than you expected; why 
should you not keep her longer than you intended? 

Fain. The means, the means. 

Mrs. Mar. Discover to my Lady your wife’s conduct; 
threaten to part with her my lady loves her, and will 
come to any composition to save her reputation. Take the 
opportunity of breaking it, just upon the discovery of this 
imposture. My Lady will be enrag’d beyond bounds, and 
sacrifice neice, and fortune, and all at that conjuncture. And 
let me alone to keep her warm; if she shou’d flag in her part, 
I will not fail to prompt her. 

Fain. Faith this has an appearance. 

Mrs. Mar. I’msorry I hinted to my Lady to endeavour a 
match between Millamant and Sir Wilfull, that may be an 
obstacle. 

Farin. O for that matter leave me to manage him; I’ll 
disable him for that, he will drink like a Dane: after dinner, 
Pll set his hand in. 

Mrs. Mar. Well, how do you stand affected towards 
your Lady? 

Fain. Why faith I’m thinking of it. Let me see—— 
I am marry’d already; so that’s over—my wife has plaid 
the jade with me—well, that’s over too—I never lov’d her, 
or if I had, why that wou’d have been over too by this time— 
jealous of her I cannot be, for I am certain; so there’s an 
end of jealousie. Weary of her, I am and shall be no, 
there’s no end of that; no, no, that were too much to hope. 
Thus far concerning my repose. Now for my reputation, 
as to my own, I marry’d not for it; so that’s out of the ques- 
tion. And as to my part in my wife’s why she had 
parted with hers before; so bringing none to me, she can take 
none from me; ’tis against all rule of play, that I should lose 
to one, who has not wherewithal to stake. 

Mrs. Mar. Besides you forget, marriage is honourable. 

Fain. Hum! Faith and that’s well thought on; marriage 
is honourable, as you say; and if so, wherefore should cuck- 
oldom be a discredit, being deriv’d from so honourable a root? 
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Mrs. Mar. Nay I know not; if the root be honourable, 
why not the branches? 

Fain. So, so, why this point’s clear. 
we proceed? 

Mrs. Mar. _ I will contrive a letter which shall be deliver’d 
to my Lady at the time when that rascal who is to act Sir 
Rowland is with her. It shall come as from an unknown hand 
for the less I appear to know of the truth, the better I 
can play the incendiary. Besides, I wou’d not have Foible 
-provok’d if I cou’d help it, because you know she knows 
some passages nay I except all will come out but let 
the mine be sprung first, and then I carenot if I am dis- 
cover'd. 

Fain. If the worst come to the worst, Pll turn my 
wife to grass I have already a deed of settlement of the 
best part of her estate; which I wheadl’d out of her; and 
that you shall partake at least. 

Mrs. Mar. [hope you are convine’d that I hate Mirabell ° 
now: you'll be no more jealous? 

Fain. Jealous, no, by this kiss let husbands be 
jealous; but let the lover still believe: or if he doubt, let it 
be only to endear his pleasure, and prepare the joy that 
follows, when he proves his mistress true. But let husbands 
doubts convert to endless jealousie; or if they have belief, 
let it corrupt to superstition, and blind credulity. Iam single, 
and will herd no more with ’em. ‘True, I wear the badge, 
but I'll disown the order. And since I take my leave of ’em, 
I care not if I leave ’em a common motto to their common 
crest. 


Well, how do 


All husbands must, or pain, or shame, endure; 
The wise too jealous are, fools too secure. 


[End of the Third Act] 
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Fed Gis ae O's 


SCENE I 
[SCENE Continues] Lapy Wisurort and Fors.e 


Lapy. Is Sir Rowland coming say’st thou, Foible? and 
are things in order? 

Fors. Yes, madam. I have put wax-lights in the sconces; 
and plac’d the footmen in a row in the hall, in their best 
liveries, with the coachman and postilion to fill up the equi- 
page. 

Lapy. Have you pullvill’d the coachman and postilion, 
that they may not stink of the stable, when Sir Rowland 
comes by? 

Fors. Yes, madam. 

Lapy. And are the dancers and the musick ready, that 
he may be entertain’d in all points with correspondence to 
his passion? 

Fors. All is ready, madam. 

Lavy. And well and how do I look, Foible? 

Fors. Most killing well, madam. 

Lapy. Well, and how shall I receive him? In what 
figure shall I give his heart the first impression? There is a 
great deal in the first impression. Shall I sit?——No, I 
won't sit Pll walk ay I’ll walk from the door upon 
his entrance; and then turn full upon him no, that will 
be too sudden. I'll lye ay, [ll lye down I'll receive 
him in my little dressing-room, there’s a couch——yes, yes, 
I’ll give the first impression on a couch I won’t lye 
neither, but loll and lean upon one elbow; with one foot a 
little dangling off, jogging in a thoughtful way—yes—and 
then as soonas he appears, start, ay, start and be surpriz’d, 
and rise to meet him in a pretty disorder—yes—O, noth- 
ing is more alluring than a levee from a couch in some 
confusion—it shews the foot to advantage, and furnishes 
with blushes, and recomposing airs beyond comparison. 


Hark! There’s a coach. 


350 Congreve’s Comedies {act Iv 


Fors. ’Tis he, madam. 

Lapy. O dear, has my nephew made his addresses to 
Millamant? I order’d him. 

Fors. Sir Wilfull is set in to drinking, madam, in the 
parlour. 

Lapy. Ods my life, I’ll send him to her. Call her down, 
Foible; bring her hither. I’ll send him as I go——when they 
are together, then come to me Foible, that I may not be too 
long alone with Sir Rowland. 


SCENE II 
Mrs. Mittamant, Mrs. FAINnatL, ForBLe 


Fors. Madam, I stay’d here, to tell your Ladiship that 
Mr. Mirabell has waited this half hour for an opportunity 
to talk with you. Tho’ my Lady’s orders were to leave you 
and Sir Wilfull together. Shall I tell Mr. Mirabell that you 
are at leisure? 

Mitta. No——what wou’d the dear man have? I am 
thoughtful, and wou’d amuse my self, bid him come 
another time. 


There never yet was woman made, 
Nor shall, but to be curs’d. 
[Repeating and walking about. 
That’s hard! 
Mrs. Fan. You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to 
day, Millamant, and the poets. 
Mitta. He? Ay, and filthy verses so I am. 
Fors. Sir Wilfull is coming, madam. Shall I send Mr. 
Mirabell away? 
Mitra. Ay, if you please, Foible, send him away,—or 


send him hither,—just as you will, dear Foible. I think 
Pll see him shall I? Ay, let the wretch come. 
Thyrsis, a youth of the inspir’d train. 
[Repeating. 


Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilfull thou hast philosophy 
to undergo a fool, thou are marry’d and hast patience——I 
would confer with my own thoughts. 
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Mrs. Fain. I am oblig’d to you, that you would make 
me your proxy in this affair; but I have business of my own. 


SC EN Bory 
[To them] Str WILFULL 


Mrs. Farin. O Sir Wilfull; you are come at the critical 
instant. There’s your mistress up to the ears in love and 
contemplation, pursue your point, now or never. 

Sir Wit. Yes; my aunt will have it so, I would gladly 
have been encourag’d with a bottle or two, because I’m some- 
what [This while Milla. walks about repeating to her self.} 
wary at first, before I am acquainted;—but I hope, after a 
time, I shall break my mind that is upon further ac- 
quaintance so for the present, cousin, I’jl take my leave 
if so be you'll be so kind to make my excuse, I'll return 
to my company 

Mrs. Fain. O fie, Sir Wilfull! What, you must not be 
daunted. 

Sir Wit. Daunted, no, that’s not it, it is not so much 
for that for if so be that I set on’t, I'll do’t. But only 
for the present, ’tis sufficient till further acquaintance, 
that’s all your servant. 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, I'll swear you shall never lose so 
favourable an opportunity, if I can help it. T’ll leave you 
together, and lock the door. 


5 CEN. Bai LW. 


Sir WiLFuLt, MILLAMANT 


Sir Wit. Nay, nay cousin,——I have forgot my gloves, 
——what d’ye do? ’Sheart a’has lock’d the door indeed, 
I think nay, Cousin Fainall, open the door—pshaw, what 
a vixon trick is this? Nay, now a’has seen me too 
cousin, I made bold to pass thro’ as it were I think this 
door’s inchanted 

Mitta. [repeating.] 

I prithee spare me, gentle boy, 
Press me no more for that slight toy. 
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Sir Wit. Anan? Cousin, your servant. 

Mitia.—That foolish trifle of a heart 

Sir Wit. Yes 
cousin. 

Mita. [Repeating.] 


Sir Wilfull! 


your servant. No offence I hope, 


I swear it will not do its part, 
Tho’ thou dost thine, employ’st thy power and art. 


Natural, easie suckling! 

Sir Wit. Anan? Suckling? No such suckling neither, 
cousin, nor stripling: I thank Heav’n I’m no minor. 

Mitta. Ah rustick, ruder than Gothick. 

Sir Wir. Well, well, I shall understand your lingo one 
of these days, cousin, in the mean while I must answer in 
plain English. 

Mitta. Have you any business with me, Sir Wilfull? 

Sir Wit. Not at present, cousin, Yes, I made bold 
to see, to come and know if that how you were dispos’d to 
fetch a walk this evening, if so be that I might not be trouble- 
some, I would have sought a walk with you. 

Mirra. A walk? What then? 

Sir Wit. Nay nothing——only for the walk’s sake, that’s 
all—— 

Miia. I nauseate walking; ’tis a country diversion, I 
loath the country and everything that relates to it. 

Str Wit. Indeed! Hah! Look ye, look ye, you do? Nay, 
*tis like you may: here are choice of pastimes here in town, 
as plays and the like, that must be confess’d indeed. 

Mitta. Ah Pétourdie! I hate the town too. 

Sm Wit. Dear heart, that’s much——hah! that you 
should hate *em both! Hah! ’tis like you may; there are 
some can’t relish the town, and others can’t away with the 
country, *tis like you may be one of those, cousin. 

Mitta. Ha, ha, ha. Yes, ’tis like I may. You have 
nothing further to say to me? 

Sir Wiz. Not at present,-cousin.—’Tis like when I have 
an opportunity to be more private,—I may break my mind 
in some measure—I conjecture you partly guess—however 


SCENE Vv] The Way of the World 353 


that’s as time shall try,—but spare to speak and spare to 
speed, as they say. 

Mitua. If it is of no great importance, Sir Wilfull, you 
will oblige me to leave me: I have just now a little business.— 

Sir Wit. Enough, enough, cousin: yes, yes, all a case— 
when you’re dispos’d, when you’re dispos’d. Now’s as well 
as another time; and another time as well as now. All’s one 
for that,—yes, yes, if your concerns call you, there’s no 
haste; it will keep cold as they say—cousin, your servant. 
I think this door’s lock’d. 

Mitta. You may go this way, sir. 

Sir Wit. Your servant, then with your leave I’ll return 
to my company. . 

Mitta. Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha. 


Like Phoebus sung the no less am’rous boy. 


SCENE V 


MILLAMANT, MiIrRABELL 


Mira. : 
Like Daphne she as lovely and as coy. 

Do you lock your self up from me, to make my search more 
curious? Or is this pretty artifice contriv’d, to signifie that 
here the chace must end, and my pursuit be crown’d, for 
you can fly no further?— 

Mitta. Vanity! No——I’Il fly and be follow’d to the 
last moment, tho’ I am upon the very verge of matrimony, 
I expect you should sollicit me as much as if I were wavering 
at the grate of a monastery, with one foot over the threshold. 
I’ll be sollicited to the very last, nay and afterwards. 

Mira. What, after the last? 

Mita. O, I should think I was poor and had nothing to 
bestow, if I were reduc’d to an inglorious ease; and freed 
from the agreeable fatigues of sollicitation. 

Mira. But do not you know, that when favours are 
conferr’d upon instant and tedious sollicitation, that they 
diminish in their value, and that both the giver loses the 
grace, and the receiver lessens his pleasure? 

Mita. It may be in things of common application; but 
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never sure in love. O, I hate a lover, that can dare to think 
he draws a moment’s air, independent on the bounty of his 
mistress. There is not so impudent a thing in nature, as the 
sawcy look of an assured ‘man, confident of success. The 
pedantick arrogance of a very husband, has not so pragmati- 
cal an air. Ah! I’ll never marry, unless I am first made sure 
of my will and pleasure. 

Mira. Would you have ’em both before marriage? Or 
will you be contented with the first now, and stay for the 
other ’till after grace? 

Mitta. Ah don’t be impertinent—my dear liberty, shall 
I leave thee? My faithful solitude, my darling contempla- 
tion, must I bid youthen adieu? Ay-h adieu—my morning 
thoughts, agreeable wakings, indolent slumbers, all ye dou- 
ceurs, ye someils du matin, adieu—I can’t do’t, ’tis more than 
impossible—positively Mirabell, I'll lye a-bed in a morning 
as long as I please. 

Mira. Then I’ll get up in a morning as early as I please. 

Mitta. Ah! Idle creature, get up when you will and 
d’ye hear, I won’t be call’d names after ’'m marry’d; posi- 
tively I won’t be call’d names. 

Mira. Names! 

Mirra. Ay, as wife, spouse, my dear, joy, jewel, love, 
sweet-heart, and the rest of that nauseous cant, in which 
men and their wives are so fulsomly familiar, I shall 
never bear that good Mirabell don’t let us be familiar 
or fond, nor kiss before folks, like my Lady Fadler and Sir 
Francis: nor go to Hide-Park together the first Sunday in 
a new chariot, to provoke eyes and whispers; and then never 
be seen there together again; as if we were proud of one 
another the first week, and asham’d of one another ever after. 
Let us never visit together, nor go to a play together, but 
let us be very strange and well bred: let us be as strange as 
if we had been marry’d a great while; and as well bred as if 
we were not marry’d at all. 

Mira. Have you any more conditions to offer? Hitherto 
your demands are pretty reasonable. 

Mitta. Trifles, as liberty to pay and receive visits 
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to and from whom I please; to write and receive letters, with- 
out interrogatories or wry faces on your part; to wear what 
I please; and chuse conversation with regard only to my own 
taste; to have no obligation upon me to converse with wits 
that I don’t like, because they are your acquaintance; or to 
be intimate with fools, because they may be your relations. 
Come to dinner when I please, dine in my dressing-room 
when I’m out of humour, without giving a reason. To have 
my closet inviolate; to be sole empress of my tea-table, which 
you must never presume to approach without first asking 
leave. And lastly where-ever I am, you shall always knock 
at the door before you come in. These articles subscrib’d, 
if I continue to endure you a little longer, I may by degrees 
dwindle into a wife. 

Mira. Your bill of fare is something advanc’d in this 
latter account. Well, have I liberty to offer conditions 
that when you are dwindled into a wife, I may not be beyond 
measure enlarg’d into a husband. 

Mitta. You have free leave, propose your utmost, speak 
and spare not. 

Mira. Ithank you. Inprimis then, I covenant that your 
acquaintance be general; that you admit no sworn confident, 
or intimate of your own sex; no she friend to skreen her 
affairs under your countenance, and tempt you to make trial 
of a mutual secresie. No decoy-duck to wheadle you a fop— 
scrambling to the play in a mask then bring you home 
in a pretended fright, when you think you shall be found out 
_and rail at me for missing the play, and disappointing the 
frolick which you had to pick me up and prove my constancy. 

Mitta. Detestable inprimis! I gotothe play ina mask! 

Mira. Item, I article, that you continue to like your own 
face, as long as I shall: and while it passes currant with me, 
that you endeavour not to new coin it. To which end, to- 
gether with all vizards for the day, I prohibit all masks for 
the night, made of oil’d-skins and I know not what hogs’ 
bones, hare’s gall, pig water, and the marrow of a roasted 
cat. In short, I forbid all commerce with the gentlewoman in 
what-d’ye-call-it court. Item, I shut my doors against all 
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bauds with baskets, and penny-worths of muslin, China, 
fans, atlasses, &c. Item, when you shall be breeding 

Mitra. Ah! Name it not. 

Mira. Which may be presum’d, with a blessing on our 
endeavours 

Mitra. Odious endeavours! 

Mira. I denounce against all strait lacing, squeezing for 
a shape, ’till you mould my boy’s head like a sugar-loaf; 
and instead of a man-child, make me father to a crooked- 
billet. Lastly, to the dominion of the tea-table I submit. 
But with proviso, that you exceed not in your province; 
but restrain your self to native and simple tea-table drinks, 
as tea, chocolate, and coffee. As likewise to genuine and 
authoriz’d tea-table talk such as mending of fashions, 
spoiling reputations, railing at absent friends, and so forth 
but that on no account you encroach upon the mens 
prerogative, and presume to drink healths, or toast fellows; 
for prevention of which, I banish all foreign forces, all aux- 
iliaries to the tea-table, as orange-brandy, all anniseed, 
cinamon, citron and Barbado’s-waters, together with Ratafia 
and the most noble spirit of Clary. But for couslip-wine, 
poppy-water, and all dormitives, those I allow. ‘These 
proviso’s admitted, in other things I may prove a tractable 
and complying husband. 

Mira. O horrid proviso’s! filthy strong waters! I toast 
fellows, odious men! I hate your odious proviso’s. 

Mira. Then we’re agreed. Shall I kiss your hand upon 
the contract? and here comes one to be a witness to the 
sealing of the deed. 


SCENE VI 
[To them] Mrs. Fatnauy 
Mua. Fainall, what shall I do? Shall I have him? I 
think I must have heer 


Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him, what shou’d 
you do? 


Mitra. Well then—I’ll take my death I’m in a horrid 


‘ 
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fright Fainall, I shall never say it well 
T’ll endure you. 

Mrs. Farin. Fy, fy, have him, have him, and tell him so 
in plain terms: for I am sure you have a mind to him. 

Mrira. Are you? I think I have and the horrid 
man looks as if he thought so too well, you ridiculous 
thing you, [’ll have you I won’t be kiss’d, nor I won’t be 
thank’d here kiss my hand tho’ so, hold your tongue 
now, don’t say a word. 

Mrs. Fain. Mirabell, there’s a necessity for your obe- 
dience; you have neither time to talk nor stay. My 
mother is coming; and in my conscience if she shou’d see you, 
wou’d fall into fits, and may be not recover, time enough to 
return to Sir Rowland; who, as Foible tells me, is in a fair 
way to succeed. Therefore spare your extacies for another 
occasion, and slip down the back stairs, where Foible waits 
to consult you. 

Mitta. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I suppose you 
have said something to please me. 

Mira. I am all obedience. 


SCENE VII 
Miiamant, Mrs. FAINnALL 
Mrs. Farin. Yonder Sir Willfull’s drunk; and so noisie 


that my mother has been forc’d to leave ae Rowland to 
appease him; but he answers her only with singing and 
drinking,—what they may have done by this time I know 
not; but Petulant and he were upon quarrelling as I came by. 

Mixa. Well, if Mirabell should not make a good husband, 
I am a lost thing; for I find I love him violently. 

Mrs. Fain. So it seems; for you mind not what’s said 
to you. If you doubt him, you had best take up with 
Sir Wilfull. 

Mitta. How can you name that superannuated lubber? 


foh! 
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SCENE VITI 
[To them] Wirwoup from drinking 


Mrs. Farn. So, is the fray made up, that you have left 
"em? 

Wir. Left’em? I could stay no longer I have laugh’d 
like ten christnings I am tipsie with laughing if [ 
had staid any longer I should have burst, I must have 
been let out and piec’d in the sides like an unsiz’d camlet 
Yes, yes, the fray is compos’d; my Lady came in like a 
nolt prosequi, and stopt the proceedings..: 

Mitta. What was the dispute? 

Wir. That’s the jest; there was no dispute. They could 
neither of ’em speak for rage; and so fell a sputt’ring at one 
another like two roasting apples. 


SCENE IX 
[To them] PETuLANT drunk 


Wir. Now Petulant? all’s over, all’s well? Gad my 
head begins to whim it about why dost thou not speak? 
thou art both as drunk and as mute as a fish. 

Per. Look you, Mrs. Millamant if you can love me, 
dear nymph—say it—and that’s the conclusion—pass on, 
or pass off, that’s all. 

Wir. Thou hast utter’d volumes, folio’s, in less than 
decimo sexto, my dear Lacedemonian. Sirrah, Petulant, thou 
art an epitomizer of words. 

Per. Witwoud you are an annihilator of sense. 

Wir. Thou art a retailer of phrases; and dost deal in 
remnants of remnants, like a maker of pincushions—thou art 
in truth (metaphorically speaking) a speaker of short-hand. 

Pet. Thou art (without a figure) just one half of an ass, 
and Baldwin yonder, thy half brother, is the rest—a Gemini 
of Asses split, would make just four of you. 

ene Thou dost bite, my dear mustard-seed; kiss me for 
that. 
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Per. Stand off- I’ll kiss no more males, I have 
kiss’d your twin yonder in a humour of reconciliation, ’till 
he (hiccup) rises upon my stomach like a radish. 

Mitra. Eh! filthy creature—what was the quarrel? 

Per. There was no quarrel—there might have been a 
quarrel. 

Wir. If there’had been words enow between ’em to have 
express’d provocation, they had gone together by the ears 
like a pair of castanets. 

Per. You were the quarrel. 

Mitra. Me! 

Per. If I have a humour to quarrel, I can make less mat- 
ters conclude premises,—if you are not handsom, what 
then; if I have a humour to prove it?—If I shall have my 
reward, say so; if not, fight for your face the next time your 
self—Il’ll go sleep. 

Wir. Do, wrap thy self up like a woodlouse, and dream 
revenge—and hear me, if thou canst learn to write by to 
morrow morning, pen me a challenge—I’ll carry it for 
thee. 

Per. Carry your mistress’s monkey a spider, gO 
flea dogs, and read romances Ill go to bed to my maid. 

Mrs. Farn. He’s horridly drunk how came you all 
in this pickle? 

Wir. A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight, 
husband’s advice; but he sneak’d off. 


Your 


SCENE X 


Sir Witrutyt drunk, Lapy Wisurort, Witwoup, 
Mirramant, Mrs. Farnay 


Lapy. Out upon’t, out upon’t, at years of discretion, and 
comport your self at this rantipole rate. 

Sr Wit. No offence, aunt. 

Lavy. Offence? As I’ma person, I’m asham’d of you 
fogh! how you stink of wine! D’ye think my neice will ever 
endure such a Borachio! you’re an absolute Borachio. 


Sir Wit. Borachio! 
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Lapy. At atime when you shou’d commence an amour, 
and put your best foot foremost 

Sir Wit. ’Sheart, an you grutch me your liquor, make a 
bill—give me more drink, and take my purse. 


[Sings.] 


Prithee fill me the glass 
*Till it laugh in ray face, 
With ale that is potent and mellow; 
He that whines for a lass 
Is an ignorant ass, 
For a bumper has not its fellow. 


But if you wou’d have me marry my cousin, say the 
word, and I'll do’t Wilfull will do’t, that’s the word 
Wilfull will do’t, that’s my crest my motto I have forgot. 
Lapy. My nephew’s a little overtaken, cousin but 
’tis with drinking your health——O’ my word you are oblig’d 
to him 
Sir Wit. Jn vino veritas, aunt: if I drunk your health 
to day, cousin, Iam a Borachio. But if you have a mind 
to be marry’d, say the word, and send for the piper, Wilfull 
will do’t. If not, dust it away, and let’s have t’other round 
Tony, ods-heart where’s Tony Tony’s an honest 
fellow, but he spits after a bumper, and that’s a fault, 


[Sings.] 


We'll drink and we'll never ha’ done boys, 
Put the glass then around with the sun boys, 
Let Apollo’s example invite us; 
For he’s drunk ev’ry night, 
And that makes him so bright, 
That he’s able next morning to light us. 


The sun’s a good pimple, an honest soaker, he has a cellar at 
your Antipodes. If I travel, aunt, I touch at your Antipodes 
your Antipodes are a good rascally sort of topsie turvy 
fellows If I had a bumper I’d stand upon my head and 
drink a health to ’em a match or no match, cousin, with 
the hard name aunt, Wilfull will do’t. If she has her 
maidenhead let her look to’t; if she has not, let her keep her 
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own counsel in the mean time, and cry out at the nine months 
end. 

Mitta. Your pardon, madam, I can stay no longer 
Sir Wilfull grows very powerful, egh! how he smells! I 
shall be overcome if I stay. Come, cousin. 


SCENE®*XT 


Lapy WisuHrort, Sir WILFULL Witwoup, Mr. Wirwoup, 
FoIBLE 


Lapy. Smells! he would poison a tallow-chandler and 
his family. Beastly creature, I know not what to do with 
him. Travel quoth a; ay travel, travel, get thee gone, 
get thee but far enough, to the Saracens, or the Tartars, or 
the Turks for thou art not fit to live in a Christian com- 
monwealth, thou beastly pagan. 

Sir Wit. Turks, no; no Turks, aunt: your Turks are 
infidels, and believe not in the grape. Your Mahometan, 
your Mussulman is a dry stinkard no offence, aunt. My 
map says that your Turk is not so honest a man as your 
Christian I cannot find by the map that your Mufti is 
orthodox whereby it is a plain case, that orthodox is a 
hard word, aunt, and (hiccup) Greek for claret. 


[Sings.] 


To drink is a Christian diversion. 
Unknown to the Turk or the Persian: 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by heathenish rules, 
And be damn’d over tea-cups and coffee. 
But let British lads sing, 
Crown a health to the king, 
And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 


Ah, Tony! [Foible whispers Lady W. 
Lapy. Sir Rowland impatient? Good lack! what shall 

I do with this beastly tumbril? Go lie down and sleep, 

you sot: or as I’m a person, I’ll have you bastinado’d 

with broom-sticks. Call up the wenches with broom-sticks. 
Str Wit. Ahay? Wenches, where are the wenches? 
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Lapy. Dear Cousin Witwoud get him away, and you 
will bind me to you inviolably. I have an affair of moment 
that invades me with some precipitation you will oblige 
me to all futurity. 

Wir. Come, knight pox on him, I don’t know what 
to say to him will you go to a cock-match? 

Sir Wirt. With a wench, Tony? Is she a shake-bag, 
sirrah? Let me bite your cheek for that. 

Wir. Horrible! He has a breath like a bagpipe—Ay, ay, 
come will you march, my Salopian? 

Sir Wit. Lead on, little Tony I'll follow thee my 
Anthony, my Tantony, sirrah thou shalt be my Tantony, 
and I’ll be thy Pig. 


And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 


Lapy. This will never do. It will never make a match. 
— At least before he has been abroad. 


SCENE XIT 
Lavy WisHrort, WaITWELL disguis’d as for SiR RowLAND 


Lavy. Dear Sir Rowland, I am confounded with con- 
fusion at the retrospection of my own rudeness, I have 
more pardons to ask than the Pope distributes in the year of 
Jubile. But I hope where there is likely to be so near an 
alliance, we may unbend the severity of decorum and 
dispense with a little ceremony. 

Warr. My impatience, madam, is the effect of my trans- 
port; and ’till I have the possession of your adorable 
person, I am tantalized on the rack; and do but hang, madam, 
on the tenter of expectation. 

Lapy. You have excess of gallantry, Sir Rowland; and 
press things to a conclusion, with amost prevailing vehemence. 
But a day or two for decency of marriage. 

Wair. For decency of funeral, madam. The delay will 
break my heart—or if that should fail, I shall be poison d. 
My nephew will get an inkling of my designs, and poison 
me,—and I would willingly starve him before I die I 
would gladly go out of the world with that satisfaction.— 
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That would be some comfort to me, if I could but live so 
long as to be reveng’d on that unnatural viper. 

Lapy. Is he so unnatural, say you? Truly I would 
contribute much both to the saving of your life, and the 
accomplishment of your revenge not that I respect my 
self; tho’ he has been a perfidious wretch to me. 

Warr. Perfidious to you! 

Lavy. O Sir Rowland, the hours that he has dy’d away 
at my feet, the tears that he has shed, the oaths that he has 
sworn, the palpitations that he has felt, the trances and the 
tremblings, the ardors and the ecstacies, the kneelings, and 
the risings, the heart-heavings and the hand-gripings, the 
pangs and the pathetick regards of his protesting eyes! Oh 
no memory can register. 

Warr. What, my rival! Is the rebel my rival? a’dies. 

Lapy. No, don’t kill him at once, Sir Rowland, starve 
him gradually inch by inch. 

Warr. [ll do’t. In three weeks he shall be bare-foot; ina 
month out at knees with begging an alms, he shall starve 
upward and upward, ’till he has nothing living but his head, 
and then go out in a stink like a candle’s end upon a saveall. 

Lapy. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way, you 
are no novice in the labyrinth of love you have the clue 
but as I am a person, Sir Rowland, you must not attrib- 
ute my yielding to any sinister appetite, or indigestion of 
widowhood; nor impute my complacency to any lethargy of 
continence I hope you do not think me prone to any 
iteration of nuptials. 

Warr. Far be it from me 

Lapy. If you do, I protest I must recede——or think 
that I have made a prostitution of decorums, but in the 
vehemence of compassion, and to save the life of a person of 
so much importance 

Warr. I esteem it so 

Lapy. Or else you wrong my condescension 

Wair. I do not, I do not 

Lapy. Indeed you do. 

Warr. I do not, fair shrine of virtue. 
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Lavy. If you think the least scruple of carnality was an 
ingredient 

Warr. Dear madam, no. You are all camphire and 
frankincense, all chastity and odour. 

Lavy. Or that 


SCENE VILLE 
[To them] ForsnLe 


Fors. Madam, the dancers are ready, and there’s one 
with a letter, who must deliver it into your own hands. 

Lapy. Sir Rowland, will you give me leave? Think 
favourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have found a 
person who would suffer racks in honour’s cause, dear Sir 
Rowland, and will wait on you incessantly. 


SCENE XIV 
WaAITWELL, ForsLe 


Warr. Fie, fie-—What a slavery have I undergone; 
spouse; hast thou any cordial, I want spirits. 

Fors. What a washy rogue art thou, to pant thus for a 
quarter of an hours lying and swearing to a fine lady? 

Warr. O, she is the antidote to desire. Spouse, thou wilt 
fare the worse for’t I shall have no appetite to iteration 
of nuptials this eight and forty hours by this hand I’d 
rather be a chairman in the dog-days than act Sir Row- 
land ’till this time to morrow. 


SCENE XV 
[To them] Lavy with a letter 


Lapy. Call in the dancers; Sir Rowland, we'll sit, 
if you please, and see the entertainment. [Dance. 

Now with your permission, Sir Rowland, I will peruse my 
letter—I would open it in your presence, because I would 
not make you uneasie. If it should make you uneasie I 
would burn it speak if it does but you may see, the 
superscription is like a woman’s hand. 
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Fors. By heav’n! Mrs. Marwood’s, I know it, my 
heart akes get it from her [To him. 

Wait. Awoman’s hand? No, madam, that’s no woman’s 
hand, I see that already. That’s some body whose throat 
must be cut. 

Lapy. Nay, Sir Rowland, since you give me a proof of 
your passion by “your jealousie, I promise you I’ll make a 
return, by a frank communication you shall see it—we’ll 
open it together look you here. 

[Reads.] Madam, though unknown to you, [Look you 
there, ’tis from no body that I know.] I have that honour 
for your character, that I think my self oblig’d to let you know 
you are abus’d. He who pretends to be Sir Rowland 1s a cheat 
and a rascal: 

Oh Heav’ns! what’s this? 

Fors. Unfortunate, all’s ruin’d. 

Wait. How, how, let me see, let me see——reading, 
A rascal and disguis’d, and suborn’d for that 1mposture,—O 
villany! O villany! by the contrivance of. 

Lapy. I shall faint, I shall die, oh! 

Fors. Say, ’tis your nephew’s hand.—Quickly, his plot, 
swear, swear it.— [To him. 

Warr. Here’s a villain! Madam, don’t you perceive it, 
don’t you see it? 

Lavy. Too well, too well. I have seen too much. 

Warr. I told you at first I knew the hand—A woman’s 
hand? The rascal writes a sort of a large hand; your Roman 
hand—I saw there was a throat to be cut presently. If he 
were my son, as he is my nephew, I’d pistol him— 

Fors. O Treachery! But are you sure, Sir Rowland, it 
is his writing? 

Warr. Sure? AmI here? do I live? do I love this pearl 
of India? I have twenty letters in my pocket from him, in 
the same character. 

Lavy. How! 

Fors. O what luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you were 
present at this juncture! This was the business that brought 
Mr. Mirabell disguis’d to Madam Millamant this afternoon. 
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I thought something was contriving, when he stole by me 
and would have hid his face. 

Lapy. How, how!—I heard the villain was in the house 
indeed; and now I remember, my neice went away abruptly, 
when Sir Wilfull was to have made his addresses. 

Fors. Then, then madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for her 
in her chamber; but I would not tell your Ladiship to dis- 
compose you when you were to receive Sir Rowland. 

Wait. Enough, his date is short. 

Fors. No, good Sir Rowland, don’t incur the law. 

Warr. Law! I care not for law. I can but die, and ’tis 
in a good cause—my Lady shall be satisfy’d of my truth and 
innocence, tho’ it cost me my life. 

Lavy. No, dear Sir Rowland, don’t fight, if you should 
be kill’d I must never shew my face; or hang’d,—O consider 
my reputation, Sir Rowland—no you shan’t fight,—Il’ll go 
and examine my neice; I’ll make her confess. I conjure you 
Sir Rowland by all your love not to fight. 

Warr. I am charm’d madam, I obey. But some proof 
you must let me give you;—I’ll go for a black box, which 
contains the writings of my whole estate, and deliver that 
into your hands. 

Lapy. Ay dear Sir Rowland, that will be some comfort, 
bring the black box. 

Wair. And may I presume to bring a contract to be 
sign’d this night? May I hope so far? 

Lavy. Bring what you will; but come alive, pray come 
alive. O this is a happy discovery. 

Warr. Dead or alive I’ll come—and married we will be 
in spight of treachery; ay and get an heir that shall defeat 
the last remaining glimpse of hope in my abandon’d nephew. 
Come, my buxom widow: 


E’er long you shall substantial proof receive 
That I’m an arrant knight— 


Fors. 
Or arrant knave. 


[End of the Fourth Act] 
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ACY. 


| SCENE I 
ISCENE continues] Lapy Wisurort and Fo1s_e 


Lapy. Out of my house, out of my house, thou viper, 
thou serpent, that I have foster’d; thou bosom traitress, 
that I rais’d from nothing Babin: begone, begone, go, 
20, that I took from washing of old gause and weaving 
of dead hair, with a bleak blue nose, over a chafing-dish of 
starv d embers, and dining behind a traverse rag, in a shop 
no bigger than a bird-cage, gO, go, starve again, do, do. 

Fors. Dear madam, I’ll beg pardon on my knees. 

_ Lapy. Away, out, out, go set up for your self again do, 
drive a trade, do, with your three-penny-worth of small ware, 
flaunting upon a packthread, under a brandy-sellers bulk, or 
against a dead wall by a ballad-monger. Go, hang out an 
old Frisoneer-gorget, with a yard of yellow colberteen again; 
do; an old gnaw’d mask, two rows of pins and a child’s fiddle; 
A glass necklace with the beads broken, and a quilted night- 
cap with one ear. Go, go, drive a trade, these were your 
commodities, you treacherous trull, this was the merchandize 
you dealt in, when I took you into my house, plac’d you next 
my self, and made you governante of my whole family. You 
have forgot this, have you, now you have feather’d your nest? 

Fors. No, no, dear madam. Do but hear me, have but 
a moment’s patience [ll confess all. Mr. Mirabell 
seduc’d me; I am not the first that he has wheadled with his 
dissembling tongue; your Ladiship’s own wisdom has been 
deluded by him, then how should I, a poor ignorant, defend 
my self? O madam, if you knew but what he promis’d me, 
and how he assur’d me your Ladiship should come to no 
damage——Or else the wealth of the Indies should not have 
brib’d me to conspire against so good, so sweet, so kind a 
lady as you have been to me. 

Lapy. No damage? What to betray me, to marry me to 
a cast-serving-man; to make me a receptacle, an hospital for 
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a decay’d pimp? No damage? O thou frontless impudence, 
more than a big-belly’d actress. 

Fors. Pray do but hear me madam, he could not marry 
your Ladiship, madam no indeed his marriage was to 
have been void in law; for he was marry’d to me first, to 
secure your Ladiship. He could not have bedded your 
Ladiship; for if he had consummated with your Ladiship, he 
must have run the risque of the law, and been put upon his 
clergy-———Yes indeed, I enquir’d of the law in that case 
before I would meddle or make. 

Lapy. What, then I have been your property, have I? 
I have been convenient to you, it seems, while you were 
catering for Mirabell; I have been broaker for you? What, 
have you made a passive bawd of me? this exceeds all 
precedent; I am brought to fine uses, to become a botcher of 
second-hand marriages between Abigails and Andrews! 
Ill couple you. Yes, I’ll baste you together, you and your 
Philander. [Tl Duke’s-Place you, as I’m a person. Your 
turtle is in custody already: you shall coo in the same cage, 
if there be constable or warrant in the parish. 

Fors. O that ever I was born, O that I was ever marry’d, 
a bride, ay I shall be a Bridewell-bride. Oh! 


NOI Tt 
Mrs. FarInaLt, ForBLe 


Mrs. Fatn. Poor Foible, what’s the matter? 

Fors. O madam, my Lady’s gone for a constable; I shall 
be had to a justice, and put to Bridewell to beat hemp; poor 
Waitwell’s gone to prison already. 

Mrs. Fain. Have a good heart, Foible, Mirabell’s gone 
to give security for him. ‘This is all Marwood’s and my 
husband’s doing. 

Fors. Yes, yes, I know it, 5, Severn she was in my Lady’s 
closet, and overheard all that you said to me before dinner. 
She sent the letter to my Lady; and that missing effect, Mr. 
Fainall laid this plot to arrest Waitwell, when he pretended to 
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go for the papers; and in the mean time Mrs. Marwood 
declar’d all to my Lady. 

Mrs. Fain. Was there no mention made of me in the 
letter? My mother does not suspect my being in the 
confederacy? I fancy Marwood has not told her, tho’ she 
has told my husband. 

Fors. Yes, madam; but my Lady did not see that part: 
We stifled the letter before she read so far. Has that mis- 
chievous devil told Mr. Fainall of your Ladiship then? 

Mrs. Farn. Ay, all’s out, my affair with Mirabell, every 
thing discover’d. This is the last day of our living together, 
that’s my comfort. 

Fors. Indeed madam, and so ’tis a comfort if you knew 
all, he has been even with your Ladiship; which I cou’d 
have told you long enough since, but I love to keep peace and 
quietness by my good will: I had rather bring friends to- 
gether, than set ’em at distance. But Mrs. Marwood and 
he are nearer related than ever their parents thought for. 

Mrs. Fain. Say’st thou so, Foible? Canst thou prove 
this? 

Fors. I can take my oath of it, madam, so can Mrs. 
Mincing; we have had many a fair word from Madam Mar- 
wood, to conceal something that passed in our chamber one 
evening when you were at Hide-Park; and we were 
thought to have gone a walking: but we went up unawares, 
tho’ we were sworn to secresie too; Madam Marwood 
took a Book and swore us upon it: but it was but a book of 
poems, so long as it was not a Bible-oath, we may break 
it with a safe conscience. 

Mrs. Farin. This discovery is the most opportune thing 
I.cou’d wish. Now Mincing? 


SCENE III 
[To them] MincinG 


Minc. My Lady wou’d speak with Mrs. Foible, mem. 
Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has set your spouse at liberty, 
Mrs. Foible, and wou’d have you hide your self in my Lady’s 
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closet, ’till my old Lady’s anger is abated. O, my old Lady 
is in a perilous passion, at something Mr. Fainall has said; 
he swears, and my old Lady cries. There’s a fearful hurricane 
I vow. He says mem, how that he’ll have my Lady’s fortune 
made over to him, or he’ll be divore’d. 

Mrs. Fain. Does your Lady or Mirabell know that? 

Minc. Yes mem, they have sent me to see if Sir Wilfull 
be sober, and to bring him to them. My Lady is resolved 
to have him I think, rather than lose such a vast sum as six 
thousand pound. O, come Mrs. Foible, I hear my old Lady. 

Mrs. Farn. Foible, you must tell Mincing, that she must 
prepare to vouch when I call her. 

Fors. Yes, yes, madam. 

Mince. O yes mem, I’ll vouch any thing for your Ladyship’s 
service, be what it will. 


SCENE IV 
Mrs. Farnatt, Lapy Wisurort, Marwoor 


Lapy. Omy dear friend, how can I enumerate the benefits 
that I have receiv’d from your goodness? To you I owe the 
timely discovery of the false vows of Mirabell; to you I owe 
the detection of the Impostor Sir Rowland. And now you 
are become an intercessor with my son-in-law, to save the 
honour of my house, and compound for the frailties of my 
daughter. Well friend, you are enough to reconcile me to the 
bad world, or else I would retire to desarts and solitudes; and 
feed harmless sheep by groves and purling streams. Dear 
Marwood, let us leave the world, and retire by our selves and 
be shepherdesses. 

Mrs. Mar. Let us first dispatch the affair in hand, 
madam. We shall have leisure to think of retirement after- 
wards. Here is one who is concerned in the treaty. 

Lavy. O daughter, daughter, is it possible thou should’st 
be my child, bone of my bone, and flesh of my flesh, and as 
I may say, another me, and yet trangress the most minute 
particle of severe virtue? Is it possible you should lean aside 
£0 iniquity, who have been cast in the direct mold of virtue? 
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I have not only been a mold but a pattern for you, and a 
model for you, after you were brought into the world. 

Mrs. Farn. I don’t understand your Ladiship. 

Lavy. Not understand? Why have you not been naught? 
Have you not been sophisticated? Not understand? Here 
I am ruin’d to compound for your caprices and your cuckol- 
doms. I must pawn my plate and my jewels, and ruin my 
neice, and all little enough 

Mrs. Fain. I am wrong’d and abus’d, and so are you. 
*Tis a false accusation, as false as hell, as false as your friend 
there, ay or your friend’s friend, my false husband. 

Mrs. Mar. My friend, Mrs. Fainall? Your husband 
my friend, what do you mean? 

Mrs. Farin. I know what I mean, madam, and so do you; 
and so shall the world at a time convenient. 

Mrs. Mar. I am sorry to see you so passionate, madam. 
More temper would look more like innocence. But I have 
done. I am sorry my zeal to serve your Ladiship and family, 
should admit of misconstruction, or make me liable to affront. 
You will pardon me, madam, if I meddle no more with an 
affair, in which I am not personally concern’d. 

Lapy. O dear friend, I am so asham’d that you should 
meet with such returns; you ought to ask pardon on your 
knees, ungrateful creature; she deserves more from you, 
than all your life can accomplish——O don’t leave me des- 
titute in this perplexity; no, stick to me, my good genius. 

Mrs. Fain. I tell you, madam, you’re abus’d—stick to 
you? ay, like a leach, to suck your best blood she'll 
drop off when she’s full. Madam, you shan’t pawn a bodkin, 
nor part with a brass counter, in composition for me. I defie 
7em all. Let ’em prove their aspersions: | know my own 
innocence, and dare stand a trial. 


SCENE V 
Lapy Wisurort, Marwoop 


Lapy. Why, if she should be innocent, if she should be 
wiong’d after all, ha? I don’t know what to think, and 
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I promise you, her education has been unexceptionable 
I may say it; for I chiefly made it my own care to initiate her 
very infancy in the rudiments of virtue, and to impress upon 
her tender years a young odium and aversion to the very 
sight of men, ay friend, she would have shriek’d if she 
had but seen a man, ’till she was in her teens. As I’m a person 
*tis true she was never suffer’d to play with a male-child, 
tho’ but in coats; nay her very babies were of the feminine 
gender,——O, she never look’d a man in the face but her own 
father, or the chaplain, and him we made a shift to put upon 
her for a woman, by the help of his long garments, and his 
sleek face; ’till she was going in her fifteen. 

Mrs. Mar. Iwas much she should be deceiv’d so long. 

Lavy. I warrant you, or she would never have born to 
have been catechiz’d by him; and have heard his long lectures 
against singing and dancing, and such debaucheries; and 
going to filthy plays; and prophane musick-meetings, where 
the lewd trebles squeek nothing but bawdy, and the bases 
roar blasphemy. QO, she would have swoon’d at the sight or 
name of an obscene play-book and can I think after all 
this, that my daughter can be naught? What, a whore? 
And thought it excommunication to set her foot within the 
door of a play-house. O dear friend, I can’t believe it, no, no; 
as she says, let him prove it, let him prove it. 

Mrs. Mar. Prove it, madam? What, and have your 
name prostituted in a publick court; yours and your daugh- 
ter’s reputation worry’d at the bar by a pack of bawling law- 
yers? To be usher’d in with an O yes of scandal; and have 
your case open’d by an old fumbler leacher in a quoif like 
a man midwife, to bring your daughter’s infamy to light; 
to be a theme for legal punsters, and quiblers by the statute; 
and become a jest, against a rule of court, where there is no 
precedent for a jest in any record; not even in Dooms-day- 
Book: to discompose the gravity of the bench, and provoke 
naughty interrogatories in more naughty law Latin; while 
the good judge, tickl’d with the proceeding, simpers under a 
grey beard, and figes off and on his cushion as if he had 
swallow’d Cantharides, or sate upon Cow-Itch. 
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Lapy. O, ’tis very hard! 

Mrs. Mar. And then to have my young revellers of the 
Temple take notes, like prentices at a conventicle; and after 
talk it over again in commons, or before drawers in an eating- 
house. 

Lapy. Worse and worse. 

Mrs. Mar. Nay this is nothing; if it would end here 
*twere well. But it must after this be consign’d by the short- 
hand writers to the publick press; and from thence be trans- 
ferr’d to the hands nay into the throats and lungs of hawkers, 
with voices more licentious than the loud flounderman’s: 
and this you must hear ’till you are stunn’d; nay, you must 
hear nothing else for some days. 

Lapy. O, ’tis insupportable. No, no, dear friend, make 
it up, make it up; ay, ay, I’ll compound. I’ll give up all, 
my self and my all, my neice and her all anything, every- 
thing for composition. 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, madam, I advise nothing, I only lay 
before you, as a friend, the inconveniencies which perhaps 
you have overseen. Here comes Mr. Fainall, if he will be 
satisfy’d to huddle up all in silence, I shall be glad. You 
must think I would rather congratulate than condole with 
you. 


SCENE VI 
FaInaLL, Lapy Wisurort, Mrs. Marwoop 


Lapy. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Marwood: No, 
no, I do not doubt it. 

Fain. Well, madam; I have suffer’d my self to be over- 
come by the importunity of this Lady your friend; and am 
content you shall enjoy your own proper estate during life; 
on condition you oblige your self never to marry, under such 
penalty as I think convenient. 

Lapy. Never to marry? 

Fain. No more Sir Rowlands, 
may not be so timely detected. 

Mrs. Mar. That condition, I dare answer, my Lady will 
consent to, without difficulty; she has already but too much 
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experienc’d the perfidiousness of men. Besides, madam, 
when we retire to our pastoral solitude we shall bid adieu 
to all other thoughts. 

Lapy. Ay, that’s true; but in case of necessity; as of 
health, or some such emergency 

Fain. O, if you are: prescrib’d marriage, you shall be 
consider’d; I will only reserve to my self the power to chuse 
for you. If your physick be wholsome, it matters not who 
is your apothecary. Next, my wife shall settle on me the 
remainder of her fortune, not made over already; and for 
her maintenance depend entirely on my discretion. 

Lapy. This is most inhumanly savage; exceeding the 
barbarity of a Muscovite husband. 

Farin. I[learn’d it from his Czarish majesty’s retinue, in a 
winter evening’s conference over brandy and pepper, amongst 
other secrets of matrimony and policy, as they are at present 
practis'd in the northern hemisphere. But this must be 
agreed unto, and that positively. Lastly, I will be endow’d, 
in right of my wife, with that six thousand pound, which is 
the moiety of Mrs. Millamant’s fortune in your possession; 
and which she has forfeited (as will appear by the last Will 
and Testament of your deceas’d husband, Sir Jonathan 
Wishfort) by her disobedience in contracting her self against 
your consent or knowledge; and by refusing the offer’d match 
with Sir Wilfull Witwoud, which you, like a careful aunt, 
had provided for her. 

Lavy. My nephew was non compos; and could not make 
his addresses. 

Fain. I come to make demands T’ll hear no objections. 

Lapy. You will grant me time to consider? 

Fain. Yes, while the instrument is drawing, to which 
you must set your hand ’till more sufficient deeds can be 
perfected: which I will take care shall be done with all 
possible speed. In the mean while I will go for the said 
instrument, and ’till my return you may ballance this matter 
in your own discretion. 
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SCENE Vil 
Lapy WisHrort, Mrs. Marwoop 


Lapy. This insolence is beyond all precedent, all parallel; 
must I[ be subject to this merciless villain? 

Mrs. Mar. ’Tis severe indeed, madam, that you shou’d 
smart for your daughter’s wantonness. 

Lapy. Iwas against my consent that she marry’d this 
barbarian, but she wou’d have him, tho’ her year was not 
out.—Ah! her first husband, my son Languish, wou’d not 
have carry’d it thus. Well, that was my choice, this is hers; 
she is match’d now with a witness I shall be mad, dear 
friend, is there no comfort for me? Must I live to be con- 
fiscated at this rebel-rate? Here comes two more of my 
Egyptian plagues too. 


SCENE VIII 
[To them] MILLAMANT, SiR WILFULL 


Smr Wit. Aunt, your servant. 

Lapy. Out Caterpillar, call not me aunt; I know thee not. 

Str Wit. I confess I have been a little in disguise, as 
they say, *sheart! and I’m sorry for’t. What wou’d you 
have? I hope I committed no offence, aunt—and if I did I 
am willing to make satisfaction; and what can a man say 
fairer? If I have broke any thing I’ll pay for’t, an it cost a 
pound. And so let that content for what’s past, and make 
no more words. For what’s to come, to pleasure you I’m 
willing to marry my cousin. So pray let’s all be friends, she 
and IJ are agreed upon the matter before a witness. 

Lapy. How’s this, dear neice? Have I any comfort? 
Can this be true? 

Mita. I am content to be a sacrifice to your repose, 
madam; and to convince you that I had no hand in the plot, 
as you were misinform’d, I have laid my commands on 
Mirabell to come in person, and be a witness that I give my 
hand to this flower of Knighthood; and for the contract that 
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pass’d between Mirabell and me, I have oblig’d him to make 
a resignation of it in your Ladiship’s presence; He is 
without, and waits your leave for admittance. 

Lavy. Well, I’ll swear I am something reviv’d at this 
testimony of your obedience; but I cannot admit that traitor, 
I fear I cannot fortifie my self to support his appearance. 
He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon; if I see him I fear I shall 
turn to stone, petrifie incessantly. 

Miia. If you disoblige him he may resent your refusal, 
and insist upon the contract still. Then ’tis the last time 
he will be offensive to you. 

Lapy. Are you sure it will be the last time? 
were sure of that shall I never see him again? 

Mitra. Sir Wilfull, you and he are to travel together, 
are you not? 

Sir Wit. ’Sheart the gentleman’s a civil gentleman, 
aunt, let him come in; why we are sworn brothers and fellow- 
travellers. We are to be Pylades and Orestes, he and I 
he is to be my interpreter in foreign parts. He has been over- 
seas once already; and with proviso that I marry my cousin, 
will cross *em once again, only to bear me company.— 
’Sheart, I’ll call him in, an I set on’t once, he shall come 
in; and see who'll hinder him. [Goes to the door and hems. 

Mrs. Mar. This is precious fooling, if it wou’d pass; 
but I'll know the bottom of it. 

Lapy. O dear Marwood, you are not going? 

Mar. Not far, madam; I’ll return immediately. 


If I 


SCENE Ix 
Lapy WisHFortT, MILLaMAnrt, Sir WILFULL, M1iraBELL 


Sir Wit. Look up, man, I’ll stand by you, ’sbud an she 
do frown, she can’t kill you; besides—harkee she dare 
not frown desperately, because her face is none of her own; 
*sheart, and she shou’d her forehead wou’d wrinkle like the 
coat of a cream-cheese; but mum for that, fellow-traveller. 

Mira. Ifa deep sense of the many injuries I have offer’d 
to so good a Lady, with a sincere remorse, and a hearty 


‘ 
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contrition, can but obtain the least glance of compassion, 
I am too happy, ah madam, there was a time——but let 
it be forgotten I confess I have deservedly forfeited the 
high place I once held, of sighing at your feet; nay kill me not, 
by turning from me in disdain—I come not to plead for 
favour;—nay not for pardon; I am a suppliant only for pity— 
I am going where I never shall behold you more 

Sir Wit. How, fellow-traveller‘-——You shall go by 
your self then. 

Mira. Let me be pitied first; and afterwards forgotten 
I ask no more. 

Sir Wit. By’r Lady a very reasonable request, and will 
cost you nothing, aunt,—come, come, forgive and forget 
aunt, why you must an you are a Christian. 

Mira. Consider madam, in reality, you cou’d not receive 
much prejudice; it was an innocent device; tho’ I confess it 
had a face of guiltiness,—it was at most an artifice which love 
contriv’d and errors which love produces have ever been 
accounted venial. At least think it is punishment enough, 
that I have lost what in my heart I hold most dear, that to 
your cruel indignation, I have offer’d up this beauty, and 
with her my peace and quiet; nay all my hopes of future 
comfort. 

Sr Wit. An he does not move me, wou’d I may never 
be o’ the quorum,—an it were not as good a deed as to drink, 
to give her to him again, I wou’d I might never take 
shipping aunt, if you don’t forgive quickly; I shall melt, 
I can tell you that. My contract went no farther than a 
little mouth-glew, and that’s hardly dry; one doleful 
sigh more from my fellow-traveller and ’tis dissolv’d. 

Lapy. Well nephew, upon your account ah, he has 
a false insinuating tongue well sir, I will stifle my just 
resentment at my nephew’s request. I will endeavour 
what I can to forget, but on proviso that you resign the 
contract with my neice immediately. 

Mira. It is in writing and with papers of concern; but 
I have sent my servant for it, and will deliver it to you, 
with all acknowledgments for your transcendent goodness. 
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Lapy. Oh, he has witchcraft in his eyes and tongue; 
when I did not see him I cou’d have brib’d a villain to his 
assassination; but his appearance rakes the embers which 
have so long lain smother’d in my breast. [Aside. 


SCENE X 
[To them] FainaLtt, Mrs. Marwoop 


Fain. Your date of deliberation, madam, is expir’d. Here 
is the instrument, are you prepar’d to sign? 

Lapy. If I were prepar’d, I am not impower’d. My 
neice exerts a lawful claim, having match’d her self by my 
direction to Sir Wilfull. 

Fain. That sham is too gross to pass on me——tho’ 
*tis impos’d on you, madam. 

Mitia. Sir, I have given my consent. 

Mira. And, sir, 1 have resign’d my pretensions. 

Sir Wit. And, sir, I assert my right; and will maintain 
it in defiance of you, sir, and of your instrument. S’heart 
an you talk of an instrument sir, I have an old fox by my 
thigh shall hack your instrument of ram vellam to shreds, 
sir. It shall not be sufficient for a mittimus or a tailor’s 
measure; therefore withdraw your instrument sir, or by’r 
Lady I shall draw mine. 

Lavy. Hold, nephew, hold. 

Mitra. Good Sir Wilfull respite your valour. 

Fan. Indeed? Are you provided of our guard, with 
your single beef-eater there? But I’m prepared for you; 
and insist upon my first proposal. You shall submit your 
own estate to my management, and absolutely make over my 
wife’s to my sole use; as pursuant to the purport and tenor 
of this other covenant. I suppose, madam, your consent 
is not requisite in this case; nor, Mr. Mirabell, your resigna- 
tion; nor, Sir Wilfull, your right you may draw your fox 
if you please sir, and make a bear-garden flourish somewhere 
else: for here it will not avail. This, my Lady Wishfort, 
must be subscrib’d, or your darling daughter’s turn’d a-drift, 
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like a leaky hulk to sink or swim, as she and the current of 
this lewd town can agree. 

Lapy. Is there no means, no remedy, to stop my ruin? 
Ungrateful wretch! dost thou not owe thy being, thy sub- 
sistance to my daughter’s fortune? 

Fain. I'll answer you when I have the rest of it in my 
possession. 

Mira. But that you wou’d not accept of a remedy from 
my hands I own I have not deserv’d you shou’d owe any 
obligation to me; or else perhaps I cou’d advise, 

Lapy. O what? what? to save me and my child from 
ruin, from want, I’ll forgive all that’s past; nay I'll consent 
to any thing to come, to be deliver’d from this tyranny. 

Mira. Ay madam; but that is too late, my reward is 
intercepted. You have dispos’d of her, who only cou’d have 
made me a compensation for all my services; but be it as 
it may, I am resolv’d I’ll serve you, you shall not be wrong’d 
in this savage manner. 

Lapy. How! Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be so generous 
atlast! Butit is not possible. Harkee, I’ll breakmynephew’s 
match, you shall have my neice yet, and all her fortune; 
if you can but save me from this imminent danger. 

Mira. Will you? I take you at your word. I ask no 
more. I must have leave for two criminals to appear. 

Lapy. Ay, ay, any body, any body. 

Mira. Foible is one, and a penitent. 


SCENE XI 
[To them] Mrs. Fatnatt, ForsLe, MIncinG 


Mrs. Mar. O my shame! these corrupt things are 


brought hither to expose me. 
[Mira. and Lady go to Mrs. Fain. and Fotb. 
Fain. If it must all come out, why let ’em know it, ’tis 
but the Way of the World. That shall not urge me to relinquish 
or abate one tittle of my terms, no, I will insist the more. 
Fors. Yes indeed madam, I’ll take my Bible-oath of it. 
Mince. And so will I mem. 
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Lapy. O Marwood, Marwood, art thou false? my friend 
deceive me? Hast thou been a wicked accomplice with that 
profligate man? 

Mrs. Mar. Have you so much ingratitude and injustice, 
to give credit against your friend, to the aspersions of two 
such mercenary truls? 

Minc. Mercenary, mem? I scorn your words. ’Tis 
true we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue garret; by the 
same token, you swore us to secresie upon Messalinas’s poems. 
Mercenary? No, if we wou’d have been mercenary, we shou’d 
have held our tongues; you wou’d have brib’d us suffi- 
ciently. 

Fain. Go, you are an insignificant thing. Well, what 
are you the better for this! Is this Mr. Mirabell’s expedient? 
T’ll be put off no longer. you, thing, that was a wife, shall 
smart for this. I will not leave thee wherewithal to hide thy 
shame: your body shall be naked as your reputation. 

Mrs. Fain. I despise you, and defie your malice——you 
have aspers’d me wrongfully I have prov’d your falsehood 
go you and your treacherous I will not name it, but 
starve together perish. 

Farn. Not while you are worth a groat, indeed my dear. 
Madam, I'll be fool’d no longer. 

Lapy. Ah Mr. Mirabell, this is small comfort, the detec- 
tion of this affair. 

Mira. O in good time——your leave for the other offen- 
der and penitent to you appear, madam. 


SCENE XII 
[To them] WaITWELL with a box of writings. 


Lavy. O Sir Rowland Well, rascal. 

Warr. What your Ladiship pleases. 
the black-box at last, madam. 

Mirra. Give itme. Madam, you remember your promise. 

Lavy. Ay, dear sir. 

Mira. Where are the gentlemen? 


I have brought 


SCENE Xi] The Way of the World 381 


Warr. At hand sir, rubbing their eyes, 
from sleep. 

Fain. S’death what’s this to me? I[’Il not wait your 
private concerns. 


just risen 


SCENE XIII 
[To them] PETULANT, WiTwoupD 


Pet. How now? what’s the matter? who’s hand’s out? 

Wir. Hey day! what are you all got together, like players 
at the end of the last act? 

Mirra. You may remember, gentlemen, I once requested 
your hands as witnesses to a certain parchment. 

Wir. Ay I do, my hand I remember—Petulant set his 
mark. 

Mira. You wrong him, his name is fairly written, as 
shall appear you do not remember, gentlemen, any thing 
of what that parchment contained [Undoing the box. 

Wir. No. 

Per. NotI. I writ, I read nothing. 

Mira. Very well, now you shall know 
your promise. 

Lapy. Ay, ay, sir, upon my honour. 

Mira. Mr. Fainall, it is now time that you shou’d know, 
that your Lady, while she was at her own disposal, and before 
you had by your insinuations wheadl’d her out of a pretended 
settlement of the greatest part of her fortune—— 

Fain. Sir! pretended! 

Mira. Yes, sir. I say that this Lady while a widow, 
having it seems receiv’d some cautions respecting your 
inconstancy and tyranny of temper, which from her own 
partial opinion and fondness of you she cou’d never have 
suspected she did, I say, by the wholesome advice of 
friends and of sages learn’d in the laws of this land, deliver 
this same as her act and deed to me in trust, and to the uses 
within mention’d. You may read if you please—[Holding out 
the parchment.| tho’ perhaps what is written on the back may 
serve your occasions. 


madam, 
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Fain. Very likely, sir. What’s here? Damnation? 

[Reads.] A deed of conveyance of the whole estate real of Arabella 
Languish, widow, in trust to Edward Mirabell. 
Confusion! 

Mira. Even so, sir, ’tis the Way of the World, sir; of the 
widows of the world. I suppose this deed may bear an 
elder date than what you have obtain’d from your Lady. 

Fain. Perfidious fiend! then thus I’ll be reveng’d.— 

[Offers to run at Mrs. Fain. 

Srr Wit. Hold, sir, now you may make your bear-garden 
flourish somewhere else, sir. 

Farin. Mirabell, you shall hear of this, sir, be sure you 
shall. Let me pass, oaf. 

Mrs. Fain. Madam, you seem to stifle your resentment: 
you had better give it vent. 

Mrs. Mar. Yes, it shall have vent 
confusion, or I’ll perish in the attempt. 


SCENE the Last 


Lapy WrisHrort, MrLtyaMant, Mrraspei, Mrs. FarInatt, 
Str WILFULL, PETULANT, Witwoup, ForsLe, MincINe, 
WAITWELL 
Lapy. O daughter, daughter, ’tis plain thou hast inherited 

thy mother’s prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious friend, to 
whose advice all is owing. 

Lapy. Well Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your promise 
and I must perform mine. First I pardon for your 
sake Sir Rowland there and Foible the next thing is to 
break the matter to my nephew—and how to do that 

Mira. For that, madam, give your self no trouble,—let 
me have your consent Sir Wilfull is my friend; he has had 
compassion upon lovers, and generously engag’d a volunteer 
in this action, for our service; and now designs to prosecute 
his travels. 

Sir Wit. ’Sheart, aunt, I have no mind to marry. My 
cousin’s a fine lady, and the gentleman loves her, and she 
loves him, and they deserve one another; my resolution is to 


and to your 
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see foreign parts I have set on’t and when I’m set 
on’t, I must do’t. And if these two gentlemen wou’d travel 
too, I think they may be spar’d. 

Pet. For my part, I say little—I think things are best 
off or on. 

Wir. I gad I understand nothing of the matter,—I’m 
in a maze yet, like a dog in a dancing-school. 

_Lapy. Well sir, take her, and with her all the joy I can 
give you. 

Mitta. Why does not the man take me? Wou’d you 
have me give my self to you over again? 

Mira. Ay, and over and over again; [Kisses her hand. 
I wou’d have you as often as possibly I can. Well, heav’n 
grant I love you not too well, that’s all my fear. 

Sir Wit. *Sheart you’ll have time enough to toy after 
you’re marry’d; or if you will toy now, let us have a dance 
in the mean time; that we who are not lovers may have some 
other employment, besides looking on. 

Mira. With all my heart, dear Sir Wilfull. What shall 
we do for musick? 

Fors. O sir, some that were provided for Sir Rowland’s 
entertainment are yet within call. [A dance. 

Lavy. As I am a person J can hold out no longer; I 
have wasted my spirits so to day already, that I am ready to 
sink under the fatigue; and I cannot but have some fears upon 
me yet, that my son Fainall will pursue some desperate course. 

Mirra. Madam, disquiet not your self on that account; 
to my knowledge his circumstances are such, he must of force 
comply. For my part I will contribute all that in me lyes to 
a reunion: in the mean time, madam, [To Mrs. Fain.] let 
me before these witnesses restore to you this deed of trust; 
it may be a means, well manag’d, to make you live easily 
together. 

From hence let those be warn’d, who mean to wed; 
Lest mutual falshood stain the bridal-bed: 
For each deceiver to his cost may find, 


That marriage frauds too oft are paid in kind. 
[Exeunt omnes. 
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RUPP OrG WIE 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle 


After our epilogue this crowd dismisses, 

I’m thinking how this play’ll be pull’d to pieces. 
But pray consider, e’er you doom its fall, 

How hard a thing ’twou’d be, to please you all. 
There are some criticks so with spleen diseas’d, 
They scarcely come inclining to be pleas’d: 

And sure he must have more than mortal skill, 
Who pleases any one against his will. 

Then, all bad poets we are sure are foes, 

And how their number’s swell’d the town well knows: 
In shoals, I’ve mark’d ’em judging in the pit; 
Tho’ they’re on no pretence for judgment fit, 
But that they have been damn’d for want of wit. 
Since when, they by their own offences taught, 
Set up for spies on plays, and finding fault. 
Others there are, whose malice we'd prevent; 
Such, who watch plays, with scurrilous intent 
To mark out who by characters are meant. 

And tho’ no perfect likeness they can trace; 
Yet each pretends to know the copy’d face. 
These, with false glosses feed their own ill-nature, 
And turn to libel, what was meant a satire. 
May such malicious fops this fortune find, 

To think themselves alone the fools design’d: 

If any are so arrogantly vain, 

To think they singly can support a scene, 

And furnish fool enough to entertain. 

For well the learn’d and the judicious know, 
That satire scorns to stoop so meanly low, 

As any one abstracted fop to show. 

For, as when painters form a matchless face, 
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They from each fair one catch some diff’rent grace; 
And shining features in one portrait blend, 

To which no single beauty must pretend: 

So poets oft, do in one piece expose 

Whole belles assemblées of cocquets and beaux. 
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NOTES 


THE OLD BATCHELOR 


Produced at the Theater Royal in Drury Lane in January, 1693. 
First published a little later in the same year. 


Page 11. Business is the rub of life. A metaphor from bowles. 
A rub was an obstacle tending to divert a bowl from its course. 


Page 12. I have a lure. A reference to hawking. 


Page 19. a stag of the first head. A deer at the age when the antlers 
are first developed. 


Page 25. limbo. Pawn. 
Jesuites powder. Peruvian bark. 


Page 40. smoak. Suspect. 
Abigail. Generic name for a serving maid. 


maukin. A dirty rag. The name of a sort of mop used for cleaning 
dishes. 


mumper. Beggar. 


Page 41. piazza. An open arcade on the North and East sides of 
Covent Garden market. 

Page 42. bilbo. A sword. 

Page 43. premunire. A writ issued for contempt of king or govern- 
ment. Here simply a challenge to be answered. 

pot-gun. A popgun. 

Page 45. Anticks. Masked person in fancy dress. 

baby. Doll. 


Page 49. Levite. Clergyman. 
Page 51. ifeck. In Faith. In Earnest. 
Page 53. censure. Judgment. 


Page 54. Montufar. A character in a novel by Scarron. 
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Page 56. Exchange. The New Exchange on the South side of the 
Strand. : 


Page 57. Tramontane. Persons from beyond the mountains. 
Italians. 
fronts. False hair. 


jut-windows. Bay windows. 


Page 58. fruz-towr. Front false hair. 
tearers. Prostitutes. 


Page 64. Oh, Shechemite. See Genesis xiv. 
Page 6s. The Innocent Adultery. A novel by Scarron. 
Page 71. diffide in me. Confide in me. 


THE DOUBLE-DEALER 


Produced at the Theater Royal in Drury Lane in November, 1693. 
First printed on the fourth of December, 1693, with the date 1694 on 
the title-page. 


Page 96. A greater Edward. Edward III. 


For Tom the second ... like Tom the first. Thomas Killigrew, a 


popular playwright at the beginning of the Restoration period is fol- 
lowed by Thomas Shadwell. 


thy first attempt. The Old Batchelor. 
Page 113. a blue ribbon and a star. The insignia of a member of the 
Order of the Garter. 


Page 116. No, marriage is rather like a game at bowls. In the old 
game of bowles the object was to get the bowles as near as possible to 
the cones at which they were rolled. 


Page 117. Certiorari. A writ issued by a superior court when a 
person complains that a fair trial is unobtainable in the court below. 


Page 120. corum nobus. Lady Plyant’s mistake for coram nobis— 
before us. Z 


conjunction. In astrology two planets are in conjunction when they 
are in the same sign of the zodiac. 


Page 129. smoak. Suspect. 
Page 142. perspective. Telescope. 
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Page 152. purely. Slang for “ really.” 


premunire. A writ issued for contempt of king or government. 


Page 159. Erasmus’ Paradise. Erasmus was an orphan defrauded 
of his inheritance. ‘Or see Introduction to L’Estrange’s translation of 
the Colloquies: “ they hang up Erasmus himself, betwixt Heaven and 
Hell.” 


Page 161. forks out . .. fingers. Makes the sign of cuckold by 
holding her fingers out like horns. 


Horn-mad after your fortune. Anxious to be made a cuckold. 


Page 166. baiting-place. Inn. 
Page 169. St. Albans. A town about twenty miles from London. 


Page 177. the man in’t. The figure of a man marked with the 
figures of the zodiac supposed to be appropriate to each part. 


Page 179. Saturn. The planet supposed to govern hate and melan- 
choly. 


Page 180. cits. A contemptuous name for the middle class citizen 
of London. 


LOVE FOR LOVE 


Performed on the thirtieth of April, 1695, at the New Theater in 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields. It was first printed on May gth, 1695. 


Page 191. Will’s Coffee House. A coffee house in Covent Garden 
frequented by literary men. 


upon tick. On a ticket; on credit. 


Page 194. lawful pads. Lawful footpads. 

Page 196. the Poultry. A street where the market for fowls was once 
held. 

Page 199. Losing loadum. A card game in which each player tries 
to lose. 

Page 205. Kneller’s. Sir Godfrey Kneller succeeded Sir Peter Lely 
as the most fashionable portrait painter. 


Page 206. Steinkirk cravats. A loosely tied neckcloth named from 
the battle of Steenkirk. 


catcalls. Metal whistles blown at a play to express disapproval. 
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Page 207. the Exchange. A shopping place for ladies, near the 
Strand. 


Page 208. the Moon is in all her fortitudes. The moon was the 
symbol of inconstancy. 


Page 209. erect a scheme. Make an astrological calculation. 


Page 210. apostle spoons. Spoons given at a christening. 
sieve and sheers. A method of divination. 


Page 211. Bull and the Ram and the Goat. Signs of the Zodiac. 

moist palm, etc. Character signs. 

Page 212. signatum, sigillatum, and deliberatum. Signed, sealed 
and delivered. 

Page 213. Capricorn. A sign of the Zodiac. 

Page 215. Holborn-Hill. The way of the place of execution. 


Page 217. ten-shilling ordinary. A restaurant where the price of a 
meal was ten shillings. 


poor-John. A dried fish. 
go upstairs out of the world. Be hanged. 


Page 219. Knightsbridge ... Barn Elms. Places of fashionable 
resort. 


World’s End. A tavern. 
Page 224. Covent Garden. A fashionable quarter of London. 


Page 229. Locket’s, Pontack’s, the Rummer. Famous taverns. 

the hermaphrodite, or the naked prince. Two exhibits in the nature 
of circus side shows. 

Page 237. Tom Essence. A fop. 

Page 242. diacodion. An opiate. 

Page 245. nicked the channel. Hit the nail on the head. 


Page 254. St. Dunstan. An allusion to the legend that this saint 
took the devil by the nose. 


Page 255. Erra Pater. The Nickname used for William Lilly, the as- 
trologer, in Hudibras. 


Page 257. calentures. A disease of sailors marked by frenzy. 
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_ Page 258. learnhersampler. Learn the alphabet from letters worked 
in cloth. 
Page 281. the weekly bills. Of births. 


Page 287. the New House. The new theater in which this play was 
performed. : 


Page 288. tennis-court. Formerly on the site of the theater. 
cart. A reference to the old plays performed upon stages on wheels. 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD 


Performed at the Theater in Lincoln’s Inn Fields in March, 1700. 
First published on the 28th of March, 1700. 


Page 291. William glorious in the strife. Congreve had written a 
poem “ To the King, on the taking of Namour.” 


Page 300. Ratafia. A liqueur flavored with fruits. 


Page 302. Pancras. The Church of St. Pancras. 


Duke’s-Place. St. James’ Church in Duke’s place famous for irregular 
marriages. 
Dame Partlet. Pertelote in Chaucer’s Nonne Preestes Tale. 


Rosamond’s Pond. A meeting place for lovers in St. James’ Park. 

Page 308. cinnamon-water. An alcoholic drink flavored with cinna- 
mon. 

Page 312. the Mall. A walk in St. James’ Park. 

Page 315. Penthesilea. Queen of the Amazons. 

Page 321. the Fox. Johnson’s Volpone. 


Page 329. Mopus. A dullard. 
Spanish paper. For the complexion. 


Page 332. Robin. A waiter at Locket’s restaurant. 

Long-Lane. A street occupied by sellers of old clothes. 

Ludgate, etc. An allusion to the habit of the debtors in Ludgate 
prison to beg for pennies. 


Page 335. day of projection. Final operations in an alchemist’s ex- 
periment. 
Page 337. Rhenish-wine tea. For reducing. 
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Page 341. 
Page 343. 


Notes 


the ordinary. Chaplain of Newgate Prison. 
Salop. Shropshire. 


Page 344. out of your time. While still indentured. 


Furnival’s Inn. One of the Inns of chancery. 


Dawks’s Letter. A species of early newspaper. 


Page 346. 


deputy-lieutenant’s hall. With various arms and hence 


suggesting the arms of the cuckold. 


cap of maintenance. Carried before a high dignitary as sign of his 


office. 


Page 356. 
Page 358. 


Baldwin. 


Page 359. 
Page 362. 


Page 367. 
Page 368. 


barbado’s-waters. A cordial flavored with orange peel. 


camlet. A light wool and linen cloth. 
The fox in Reynard the Fox. 


Borachio. A villainin Much Ado About Nothing. 
Salopian. Inhabitant of Shropshire. 
Frisoneer-gorget. A kerchief of woolen cloth. 


put upon his clergy. Compelled to plead benefit of clergy. 


Abigails and Andrews. Generic names for serving maids and serving 


men. 


Philander. 


A lover in Orlando Furioso. 


Duke’s-Place. See note to page 302. 


Bridewell. Prison for incontinent women. 


Page 373. 


Temple. One of the Inns of Court where law students 


were educated. 


Page 377. 0’ the quorum. Justices of the peace. 


Page 378. an old fox. Colloquial for a sword. 
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The MODERN READERS’ 
SERIES 


ASHLEY H. THORNDIKE, General Editor 


THE MODERN READERS’ SERIES will include a 
wide range of English and American literature and, 
to a lesser degree, the literature of other nations 
through translation. In addition to books of rec- 
ognized popularity and appeal, the series will 
include works, heretofore not easily accessible, of 
importance and value to serious readers and stu- 
dents. Each book is edited with an introduction 
by an authority in the field of literature in which 
the book belongs. 


Distinction has been sought not alone through 
care in the choice of titles and the quality of the 
editing but through beauty and strength of me- 
chanical form as well. Much thought and care have 
been expended on typography, paper, binding, 
illustrations, and decoration. In general the titles 
in the series are available in two styles: one, a rich 
half-leather binding at $1.25; the other, a hand- 
some durable binding of blue cloth designed par- 
ticularly for college and school use for $.80. The 
ptice of each edition is extremely low considering 
the quality maintained. 


At present, in addition to the volumes already 
published, some fifty volumes are in process of 
preparation. A few books whose length might be 
Pdidding to some readers have been abridged by 
shortening or eliminating over-long descriptive 
passages and occasional unimportant digressions 
from the main narrative. Such abridgments are in- 
dicated by {ab} after the title. 


The MODERN READERS’ SERIES 


A few of the titles either published or soon 
forthcoming are: 


AESOP’S FABLES: {Edited by Jacobs]. 
*ALLEN: A Kentucky Cardinal and Aftermath. 
*ARNOLD: Culture and ask. 
BARKER: Forty Minute Plays from Shakespeare 
*BRONTE: Jane Eyre. (cloth only). 
BURNS: Selected Poems, 
*BUTLER: The Way of All Flesh. 
CERVANTES: Don Quixote {ab}. 
COLERIDGE: Biographia Literaria. 
COOPER: The Pathfinder {ab}. 
DANA: Two Years Before the Mast. 
DICKENS: A Tale of Two Cities. 
David Copperfield {ab} (cloth oaly). 
DUMAS: The Three Musketeers {ab}. 
ELIOT: Middlemarch. - 
EMERSON: Essays. 
FRANKLIN: ere. 
GARLAND: A Son of the Middle Border. 
HAZLITT: Essays. 
MACAULAY: Historical Essays. 
*MEREDITH: Richard Feverel. 
MILL: On Liberty and Other Essays. 
NEIHARDT: The Song of Three Friends and 
*PATER: Marius, theEpicurean. [The Song of Hugh Glass. 
PORTER: Scottish Chiefs {ab}. 
RUS: The Making of an American (cloth only). 
SCOTT: Heart of Midlothian {ab}. 
Ivanhoe {ab}. 
SHERIDAN: Plays. 
SMITH: Short Plays by Representative Authors (cloth only). 
STOWE: Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 
*TENNYSON: Idylls of the King. 
THACKERAY: Henry Esmond. 
Vanity Fatr {ab}. 
*TROLLOPE: Barchester Towers. 
WATTS: Nathan Burke. 
WHITE: A Certain Rich Man. 
WILKINSON: Contemporary Poetry. 
WISTER: Lady Baltimore. 
WORDSWORTH: Poems {Selected by Matthew Arnold}, 


* Cannot be sold in British Dominions. 
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